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No, it’s not Conan the Barbarian or Skull Face, it’s a scene from the throne room of the 
prehistoric Na-gas tribe in THE PEOPLE THAT TIME FORGOT. There is no truth to 
the rumor that today their descendants live in a city called Nagasaki. There is truth to 
the rumor that this is an issue you won't easily forget. 




M ARTINE BESWICK. above, who played not only in DR. JEKYLL & MR. 
HYDE but PREHISTORIC WOMEN, came around to the lair of the Acker- 
monster and there met the torso of THE ILLUSTRATED MAN (sporting one 
of the 7 FACES OF DR. LAO). 

Martine discovered what you will discover— that between the front &back cov- 
er of this issue of FM we have put together an issue that will make your eyeballs 
bulge like the Editor’s when the Beauteous Ms. Beswick came to visit the Beast of 
Horrorwood. 







WANTED! More Fab Femme EXORCISTTWO: P.U. 
FILMONSTER Fans Like- 


SANDY JOHNSON 



THIS ISSUE DEDICATED 
TO 

SANDY JOHNSON 

14 Years i took an 
8700 mile drive, zigcing & 
zaggine hither, thither & 
yitner thruout the United 
States to meet filmonster 
fans. One of them was 
Sandy Johnson of Phila- 
delphia. I never forgot her. 
Lo & behold, she turned 
up at a sci-fi convention in 
Tuscon recentW, where I 
was a Ghost of Honor. She 
said one of the main rea- 
sons she came was to see 
me again, i was delighted 
and hope she'll still be in- 
terests in looking me up 
again in another 14 Years 
—hopefully sooner! 

Porry Ackerman 


ONE LOUP GAROU 
LEFT?* 

I was very glad to see the 
stirring tribute to Henry Hull 
in issue #136. With his pas- 
sing the list of great lycan- 
thropes dwindles to one re- 
maining: Oliver Reed. By the 
way, lull’s MIRACLES FOR 
SALE also featured Gloria 
Holden, DRACULA’S DAUGH- 
TER! 

Speaking of her, she’s very 
rarely seen today. Anyone 
know where she isr 

JOE HAMMELL 
National City, Calif. 
T If they do, please inform 
i the Editor! 

*How about Paul Nas- 

chy? 


I have just see EXORCIST 
TWO-THE HERETIC. It was 
good to see Linda Blair but 
this version can't hold a stick 
to the original. Forry, if you 
have seen it, what do you 
think? 

DAVID J. BAKER 

Green Acres, Fla. 
' JE? Like everyone else I've 

0 spoken to, I thought it 
“ was awful— the bluest 
mistake since the rema^ of 
KING KONG. 

GETS IN HIS LICKS ON 
136 

I just came back from see- 
ing SINBAD & THE EYE OF 
THE TIGER and it was 
fantastic! The "skeletons” 
were absolutely beautiful 
(?). I liked the Minaton. es- 
pecially when he impaled the 
man. It was very realistic. 
The hornet sequence was 
good and had some real good 
animation. The baboon was 
terrific! But I reserve my 
greatest praise for Trog. He 
was perfect. I actually felt 
sorry for him when the 
sabre-tooth killed. him.Zeno- 
bia was just about as mean 
as you can get and she de- 
served her fate. There was 
only one thing I would have 
done differently and that Is 
have the troglodyte fight the 
Minaton, But I thouroughly 
ly enjoyed the film. It is an- 
other tribute to Ray Harry- 
hausen's animation ability. 

About issue #136, the arti- 
cle on SINBAD was good and 

1 enjoyed “The Filmonster 
Forecast” article. “Farewell, 
Frankenstein” was interest- 
ing, and I liked the Ymir still. I 
would like to see more 20 
MILLION MILES TO EARTH 
stills. CLOSE ENCOUNTERS 
& EMPIRE OF THE ANTS 
were pretty good and it’s 
nice to know Bob Clarke is 
making a comeback. I was 
grieved to hear that Henry 
Hull died. I enjoyed seeing 
the INVISIBLE MAN still and 
the WAR EAGLES sketch. As 
for the letter sent in by “Sig- 
nature Illegible” he & Ror 
Leeds have a lot in common. 
They are both weirdos of the 
first class. 

DAVE DAVALOS 

San Antonio, Tex. 


MISUNDERSTANDING JIVE ON 135 


I don't know if I’ll get this 
printed but I’m sorry to see 
that issue 137 of FM has only 
one new article in it about 
STAR WARS. 

WILL HULTQUIST 
CreveCoeur, III. 

But that was our FEAR- 
O BOOK, our Annual RE- 
^ PRINT Number! The 
NEW article about STAR 
WARS was a BONUS! 

See the back cover of this 
issue for information on FM’s 
New, Alt STAR WARS SPEC- 
TACULAR! 


LITTLE “ANI” FANNY 

When I saw the stunning 
cover for FM#136, I knew it 
was going to be a great issue, 
and I was right. I've never 
seen so many fotos & articles 
about animation movies & 
models in one issue! 

PLANET OF DINOSAURS 
sounds fascinating and the 
models look good. And oh, It 
certainly was nice to see my 
dear old friend MIGHTY JOE 
YOUNG on page 33. 1 was al- 
so very pleased to see the 
sketch for WAR EAGLES. I’m 
sure it would have been fan- 
tastic if it had been complet- 
ed. Anything that the wonder 
team of Willis O'Brien & Mar- 
cel Delgado did would be 
great! 

I saw THE CRATER LAKE 
MONSTER and it was poor. 
Tho the animated plesiosaur 
was impressive, the movie 
had amateurish acting, 
cheap production values & a 
weak plot, which only shows 
that even good special ef- 
fects can't always save a mo- 
vie, 

I recently saw Fritz Lang’s 
METROPOLIS on public tele- 
vision for the firstime. It was 
great! I can see why you are 
so enthused about it. Mr, Ac- 
kerman. It is a visual delight 
& an exciting epic of Science 
Fiction. 

DEBBIE PAINTER 
Norfolk, Va. 



WANTED! More Readers Like 


CHRIS CADLAON 


Reviewing #135 “Terror 
Times Two was Ultra-Hor- 
rorfying and it was Spineting- 
ling! 

Godzilla vs. Bionic Wo- 
man”— whoops, I mean Mon- 
ster— was a good shot at one 
BAD dude. 

"Chris Lee, Danforth's Pal 
& Superman”— I mean men 
—is one of the best stories in 
Issue 135. It was thrilling, ex- 
citing, provocative & inform- 
able information. 

THE KENTUCKY FRIED 
MOVIE is for the birds; it 
it should have been named 
Ape Gone Ape! 

“Caligula Meets Dracula” 
was ghoulishly fun to read o- 
ver & over again. Please keep 
all DR. PHIBES fans inform- 
ed on the latest develop- 
ments on the third Dr. 
Phibes movie! 

And last but not the least 
of all. Monster Quizzes was 
sure a dizzy to figure out. 

DALE R. WATSON 
Monroe, Mich. 


POETIC LICENSE #4E 

Behold the man, FJA. 

The wit behind this gothic 
display. 

The Force that makes the 
whole thing work, 
That sits you down and 
makes you perk. 


There he stands, maybe gory 
but f^rry. 

Grinding down his tail to tell 
a brand-new story. 
Digging in the graveyard of 
lostfotogems. 

Sewing them together, mak- 
ing new FMs. 


Note the power of this 

Ackerman. 

He causes great crowds at 

the newspaper stand. 
Laying out the zines for 

which we shove & push, 
To read more on Hausen, Lee 
&Cush, 

Karloff . Lugosi, Lon & Lorre, 
And” let us not forget the 

great King Kong story. 

Read his puns, the light of 

the Forrest. 

The lines that make us laff 
and make us very porous 
We grin, blush & chuckle at 
his jokes & cracks 
And yet his vivid humor 

never slacks. 


Yes, indeed, he’s a legend in 
his breed. 
An Atlas of a genius who fills 
every need. 

He brightens up the many 
souls who need arousing. 
Hopefully he’ll still be 'round 
for FM #5000. 

ANTHONY LAUDATI 
Kaueonga, NY 


continued on page 73 
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FAIMG IVI^XIL How many times have you seen 
the Invisible Man? Is the Werewolf barking at your 

1 door? Read a slew of some of the most outlandish puns 
' ever penned in a letter from Dr. Paul Bearer. 

A VAMPIRE KILLERS PT. II 

Ij^ Alfred and Professor Abronsius are in pursuit of the 
HI lovely Sarah who has been abducted by the awful 
Count von Krolock. We join them in Vampire Castle. 

he walked with death 

1 He appeared in over 80 motion pictures and worked 

with such greats as Bela Lugosi, Boris Karloff, Peter 
Lorre. You’ll recognize his face. Ricardo Cortez. 

14 

\A/ERE\A/OL\/ES Are you bored with your 

mundane lifestyle? Try the adventurous career of a 

1 werewolf! Not only does Deborah Falen reveal the his- 
' tory of various were*creatures but how to become one! 

20 

STAR SWARM PART II From 

1 STAR TREK to STAR WARS, read George (Lieutenant 
' Sulu) Takei’s opinion on the record breaking movie 
along with the comments of experts such as George Pal! 

29 

IVIYSXERY PHOTO The holy man pic- 

1 tured in this month’s photo appears as if he should have 
listened when his buddy shouted: “Duck.” Instead he 
decided to have his body air conditioned. Reel cool! 

30 

INVADERS FRDM SPACE! 

1 Speculations on a query that has captured mankind’s 
' imagination since he first gazed into the heavens: 
“Who or what is out there?” Human, monster or blob! 

39 

PRDFESSDR GRUEBEARD 

1 The good professor hates to answer questions on 
horror movies but even a corpse has to make a living. 
Did Karloff ever play Dracula? Read ’n’ see. 

40 

THE TRIBE WhUe you are reading theexciting 

1 story of Grumgra, the growling wolf, who shows his 
' tribe the way to the land of plenty, see Modern Man 
lose a million years and become Neanderthal Man! 

50 FOOT WOMAN DIES 

One of the most glamorous stars of fright flicks, the 
beautiful and talented Allison Hayes, has died at the 
early age of 47. Her film career is reviewed. 


CONTEST WINNERS From our 

“Young Monsters arise” contest here are six winners. M 
Also included are their prize winning entries. Pick^^f 
out your favorite among these (angtastic letters 


CONCERNING OUR MAIL ORDER ADVERTISEMENTS: Warren Publishing guarantees our merchandise will be re- 
placed If not received in satisfactory condition. Should you need to write us concerning an order, whether it be from 
our address or a Post Office Box address, send your letter to: E.C. Ives, Customer Service Dept., Warren Publish- 
ing Co., 145 E. 32nd Street, New York, N.Y. 10016. 
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pardon me, buf your feefli are In my neck! 
-parl2 


by iudwig von krankheit 


WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE... 

In Part 1 we learned that Prof. Abronsius 
(JACK MacGOWRAN) & his assistant Alfred 
(ROMAN POLANSKI) have arrived at an inn in 
Transylvania in time to witness the abduction 
of the innkeeper’s daughter Sarah (SHARON 
TATE) by the resident vampire. Count von 
Krolock (FERDY MAYNE). The 2 vampire 
hunters follow her father to the Count’s castle. 
The father, in trying to save his daughter, him- 
self becomes a vampire’s victim. Trapped 
during the daylight hours, escape is attempted 
by— 

dead Of nigh! 

As they pass thru the library on the way to 
Sarah’s room, Alfred discovers an old book of 
instructions on “A Hundred Goodlie Ways of 
Avowing One’s Sweet Love to a Comelie 
Damsel”. Alfred has always been bashful & 
tongue-tied in front of girls: the book may 
prove helpful— if they rescue Sarah in time! 

While Alfred is occupied, the Professor ex- 
amines Saturn and its rings thru the Count’s 
telescope. In also scanning the countryside, he 
sees Chagal at the inn climbing thru the maid’s 
window. Unable to draw Abronsius away (after 
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all, how many chances are there to watch a 
vampire feast?), Alfred seeks Sarah alone but 
finds instead the Count’s ^on Herbert. 

As the young blond vampire aims for Alfred’s ' 
throat, Alfred throws up his arms to protect 
himself and Herbert’s fangs sink instead into 
the book. Furious with anger & bloodlust, 
there is a frightening chase during which Al- 
fred & the Professor lose Herbert, only to face 
a sight which no mortal eyes have ever beheld. 
They find themselves on the castle ramparts 
in time to see the "guests” for the midnight 
ball arrive. In other words, they see the castle 
cemetery give up its dead! One by one tomb- 
stones rise, pushed up by invisible hands. 
Two, then 5, then 10, finally all the graves 
open. Men & women, clothed in the style of var- 
ious periods, mutually help each other to 
emerge. These nightmarish creatures gather 
together in the paths of the cemetery and pro- 
ceed in small groups towards the castle. 

The strange ancestors of Von Krolock. 

loch before you leap 

There was Margarete Maultasch, famous 
Ugly Duchess of Tyrol who was used as the 
original of Tenniel’s illustration in "Alice in 
Wonderland”. There was a Polelock Krolock. 
There was even an HGWells Morlock. And 



%>v 



Koukol is surprised in the act of searching a room in 
creepy Krolock Castle. 


there was a l^arlock. And a Hans of Orlock. 
(Sorry, no Sherlock, Robert Bloch or Mr. 
Spock). 

“You should never have come here,” states the 
Count, suddenly appearing. He gestures to- 
ward the castle gates where Chagal is arriving 
in a wagon . . . with Magda looking delighted 
instead of frightened. 

“As brooks flow into streams, streams into 
rivers and rivers into the sea, so our adepts 
flow back to us and swell our ranks. Soon we 
shall be victorious & triumphant. We shall 
hold sway over this Earth, which awaits our 
coming as autumn awaits winter.” 

Von Krolock leaves, sneering that they 
cannot escape. And, indeed, it looks very grim. 

But Abronsius ingeniously fires an old can- 
non, which knocks down the door, and they 
creep down to the ballroom. On their way they 
hear Chagal making horrid advances to 
Magda, and the Professor shouts a warning at 
him down the chimney, putting the fear of 
God (or the Devil) into him. 

, After listening to Herbert’s virtuoso perfor- 
mance on the harpischord. Count von Krolock 
addresses the undead gathering. Krolock tells 
his disciples that tonight they will have a rare 
treat. He reveals Sarah in her radiant ruby 
glory. He then reveals that Chagal has 
brought a servant-girl. They are overjoyed. 
Then he reveals that two others (Abronsius & 
Alfred, whom he still believes are imprisoned) 
are available for a feast of blood such as these 
undead creatures have never known! 

waltz of the dead 

Herbert plays a minuet as the strange gath- 
ering dance gracefully around the ballroom. 
Their once sumptuous clothing is now in rags 
but nobody cares. 

Von Krolock & Sarah are leading the dance. 

Disguising themselves in wigs & costumes, 
the Professor & Alfred mix with the dancing 
corpses. As they dance, they urge Sarah to 
escape, and all seems to be going well until 
they dance up to a huge mirror— which reflects 
a room empty except for Sarah & themselves! 
The game is up and a frantic chase ensues. 

Wigs askew, costumes flapping in the wind, 
Abronsius & Alfred each holding Sarah by the 
hand are able to delay the vampires (b^ 
forming 2 crossed pikes into a crucifix) and 
reach the stables. They grab a sledge and es- 
cape from the castle. 

Koukol is ordered to pursue them but 
hurtles to destruction over the edge of a cUff. 

Satisfied that his work is done, Prof. Abron- 
sius drives the sleigh, with Albert & Sarah sit- 
ting in the back, toward the inn. He has not 




Roman Polanski demonstrates how to make no mis-stake when putting a vampire to sleep — permanently. 



The vampires see red with rage as their quarry (no relation to Robert Quarry) escape them on a speeding sled. 


destroyed the nest of bloodsuckers but he is 
thankful that the three of them have escaped 
with their lives. 

Little does he know that Sarah’s fangs are 
at this very moment sunk into Alfred’s neck, 
sucking his warm red blood! 

That night, fleeing from Transyvania, Prof. 
Abronsius little dreams that he is carrying 
away with him the very evil he has tried so 
hard to destroy. Thanks to him, this super- 
natural blight will at last be able to spread un- 
checked thruout the world! 

behind the screams 

As one film reviewer said about THE 
FEARLESS VAMPIRE KILLERS: “Any 
film which gives a credit line to persons re- 
sponsible for the fangs used therein has got to 
have a sense of humor.’’ This was actually a 
joke. The credit line read: “Fangs by Dr. 
Ludwig von Krankheit.’’ Krankheit is a Ger- 
man word for sickness. 

Unfortunately, most of the picture is a de- 
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lightful chuckle rather than a belly laugh. The 
reason could be because the film was tampered 
with before it was released. Fifteen minutes 
were edited from the original version and Po- 
lanski’s voice (he played Alfred) was dubbed. 
When Polanski learned of this, both he & the 
producer asked (unsuccessfully) to have their 
names removed from the credits. Since Polan- 
ski directed, collaborated on the story & the 
screenplay and co-starred, it’s logical that he 
would be furious over any tampering with a 
film in which he was so deeply involved. 

Trouble plagued this film in more ways than 
the additional dubbing & editing. 

It went way over budget. 

A location for the Count’s castle had been 
selected in the Italian Alps, a place where 
there would be certain to be plenty of snow, so 
vital to the story. But when the crew arrived 
all the snow had melted due to a freak hot- 
spell! As a result they had to return to Eng- 
land, procure tons & tons of salt as a substi- 
tute and build an entire castle on the MGM lot 
at Boreham Wood. 



The maid is floored byChogal's vampiric bite. 


As a result, the original schedule had to be 
extended from 3 to no less than 7 months. 

Roman Polanski called THE FEARLESS 
VAMPIRE KILLERS “a cartoon with 
people”. From the opening, in which the MGM 
lion becomes a fanged, bloodied vampire and 
the strange music of Christopher Komeda ac- 
companies a drop of blood on its downward 
plunge as the credits roll by, to the ultimate 
Dance of the Vampires (the Pirn’s title in En- 
gland) the film is visually dazzling. As Ivan 
Butler states in his book ‘‘The Cinema of 
Roman Polanski”: 

‘‘Whereas in other films Polanski . . . makes 
the everyday & normal appear repulsive & ob- 
scene, here he makes the potentially loathsome 
acceptable & even beautiful. In this he is 
greatly aided by Douglas Slocombe’s exquisite 
photography. The eye is continually enchant- 
ed-magical views of distant landscapes 
thru the thick castle walls, Saturn & its 
rings seen thru the Count’s telescope .... 
the vast white world & its dark trees, Sarah 
glimpsed thru an ice-frosted window, a cold 


crimson setting sun over the castle ramparts, 
the somber castle interiors & garlic-garlanded 
inn parlor— above all, the gray-green ballroom 
& dancers, relieved only by a splash of Sarah’s 
sacrificial dress.” 

Butler’s book on Polanski’s films (thru 
ROSEMARY’S BABY) was an invaluable aid 
in researching this article. 

The Director of Photography, quoted con- 
cerning the filming of certain sequences, said: 

all done with(out) mirrors 

‘‘The cut-out effect of the landlord lying on 
the sledge when he is brought back from the 
castle and is supposed to be frozen into solid 
ice was obtained by very flat lighting. He was 
able to retain that very unnatural position by 
being fixed into an elaborate wire frame, which 
enabled him to remain rigid even when he was 
swung around on the table.” 

About the dance of the vampires he says: 
‘‘. . . The climax, with the whole assembly 
stepping towards the large mirror but only the 

11 






Waltzing to Rag Time at the Midnight Masquerade. 



The Vampire Count stifles Sarah's scream as he cioses 
in on his prey. Does she have a prayer of escaping? 

n 


three of them being visible, was worked by 
building a duplicate set in reverse behind the 
‘mirror’ and substituting doubles for the Pro- 
fessor, Alfred & Sarah. When they start danc- 
ing round one another, of course, the doubles 
were out of camera. We used the same method 
in the scene between Alfred & Herbert where 
only Alfred is visible in the mirror.” 

a real he-brew 

Hemoglobin for a Hebrew Bat-man. 

What next? 

An Arabian werewolf that can only be killed 
by a bullet made of frozen oil? 

A Hindu ghoul to whom eating corpses is a 
sacred cow? 

An Atheistic zombie, all dressed up and no 
place to go? 

The implications are endless. 

In the meantime, the unpredictable Mr. Po- 
lanski has given us frightmares in ROSE- 
MARY’S BABY, MACBETH, THE TENANT 

Yesterday, Transylvania; perhaps tomorrow 
the were-world! 

END 



The Late Ricardo Cortez with Marguerite Churchill & Boris 
Karloff in THE WALKING DEAD (Warner Bros. 1936). 

HEWALttD 

wnH. 

DEaIH 

now death 
has taken 
licardo cortez 


99 to 1977 (April 29). 

This was the length of his lifetime. 
During his 77 years he acted in 
over 80 motion pictures, from the silents in 
1928 well into the talking era. 

He appeared with Bela Lugosi (POSTAL 
INSPECTOR). 

He acted with Boris Karloff on more than 
one occasion, WAR LORD being one of 
those occasions. 

He was with Peter Lorre in MR. MOTO’S 
LAST WARNING. 

And he was in the cast of THE LOST ZEP* 
PELIN, PHANTOM OF THE HOUSE, the 
first MALTESE FALCON, CASE OF THE 


BLACK CAT, MAN WITH 2 FACES, TALK 
OF THE DEVIL and PHANTOM OF CREST- 
WOOD. 

Most memorably he appeared with Boris 
Karloff in his 1936 scientifilm THE WALK- 
ING DEAD. Cortez, who specialized in 
suave & shady characters, played the 
leader of a group of political gansters who 
framed Karloff into the death cell & elec- 
trocution. When Karloff was revived by Ed- 
mund (THEM!) Gwenn, Cortez & Co. were 
in mortal danger of THEIR lives. 

But now Prince Sirki has written ‘^Finis’’ 
to Cortez’ life story. And “dead men rise up 
never’’. R.l.P. 



END 






A woe-mantle moment in "Re- 
turn of the Vampire." 


MAN — young, handsome 
/ jF|!j & splendidly attired — has 
V thrown himself upon the 
ground, where he writhes like 
a stricken serpent, in horrible 
convulsions. 

He is the prey of a demonic 
excitement: madness is in his 
brain; his mind is on fire. 

Lightnings appear to gleam 
from his eyes. 

''Oh, no! no!” he cries with a 
piercing shriek, as if wrestling 
madly, furiously, but vainly, 
against some unseen fiend that 
holds him in its grasp. 

His handsome countenance 
elongates into one of savage & 
brute*like shape; the rich gar- 


ment which he wears becomes 
a rough, shaggy & wiry skin; 
his body loses its human con- 
tours; his arms & limbs take 
another form. 

And, with a frantic howl of 
misery, he starts wildly away. 

No longer a man but— a mon- 
strous wolf! 

This frightening event is from 
“Wagner, the Wehr-Wolf” by 
GWMReynolds, which first ap- 
peared in 1846 as a serialized 
novel. It was an immediate hit 
because of its bizarre subject 
matter. 

Since the beginning of time, 
man has been captivated by 



David Rintoul as Etoile In"Legendof the Werewolf He wolfed down his supper and now he's beginning to suf- 
fer. Some peopie are hard to swallow. We suggest two Turns with an Aika-Seltzer chaser. 


the idea of changing his body 
into the form of an animal, 
bird or even an insect. Cave 
paintings from the prehistoric 
eras have shown men attempt- 
ing to develop the characteris- 
tics of fierce animals by dress- 
ing in the skins of the chosen 
creature. This idea was not 
limited to the cavemen; all 
over the world there have been 
stories of people who can 
change into animals. The most 
well-known are werewolves but 
in other countries where there 
are no wolves, it can be were- 
bears, were-leopards or even 
were-walruses among the Eski- 
mos. In most places people 


will change into the fiercest 
animal of the area. Every- 
where except England: there 
were-hares are common and 
the only danger from them is 
to your garden. There don’t 
seem to be any stories of 
someone being hopped to 
death by a were-hare. 

Ion the lycanthrope 

But werewolves are a differ- 
ent story and that story has 
been told many times in many 
languages. The most famous 
werewolf is Lawrence Talbot 
who first appeared in THE 
WOLF MAN. Even tho he 


seemed to die in the film, he 
returned to meet Frankenstein, 
Dracula, assorted mad scien- 
tists and, of course, Abbott & 
Costello. Despite this social 
life, the average werewolf is 
not so friendly, at least not in 
Europe. There they are a great 
danger because everyone is 
suspect. 

the signs of 
the werewolf 

There are some tell-tale 
signs to beware of when were- 
wolf-hunting. 

Eyebrows that meet over the 
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Thpt's a doggone good pillow there, feliowi WOLF MAN Larry Talbot relaxes between bites. 


bridge of the nose . 

Index fingers that are longer than the middle 
finger. 

Hair on the palms of the hands. Pointed ears. 

A 5-pointed star somewhere on the body 
(which only appears after the first kill). 

Bright red eyes with the pupils elongated up 
& down instead of being round. 

All this plus a very nervous personality. But 
you would be nervous too if you couldn’t control 
changing into a wolf. Most movie werewolves 
change only during the full moon and they are 
half-man & half-wolf. But “real” werewolves 
change into huge wolves, sometimes silvery, 
sometimes pure black, but most importantly, 
whenever they want to! Most are wolves be- 
cause they want to be! 

terror on television 

An excellent video example of this was an 
episode of Night Gallery based on Seabury 
Quinn’s “Phantom Farmhouse”. A family of 
werewolves lived in a forest in a ghostly house. 
They ventured out at night as huge wolves to 
terrorize the region. Their end was brought 
about when the werewolf daughter fell in love 
and revealed the secret of their destruction. 
This illustrated another bit of werewolf lore: 
no matter how horrible & guilty werewolves 
felt, they never could destroy themselves, but 
could have others do it for them. 

hare today & wolf tomorrow 

There are several ways of becoming a were- 
wolf: 
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To be bitten by a werewolf and survive as in 
UNDYING MONSTER or THE BOY WHO 
CRIED WEREWOLF. 

To be put under a curse. 

Belong to a family of werewolves. 

Eat the brains of a wolf. 

Drink water from a stream where 3 or more 
wolves have drunk. 

Drink rain collected in the indentation of a 
wolf’s footprint. 

Best of all, perform certain magic spells at 
midnight in a forest, using herbs & drugs and, 
most importantly, a large belt made of wolf’s 
hair. In the forest you must draw special fig- 
ures on the ground, mix the drugs & herbs, 
some you drink and some you rub on your 
body while wearing the wolf skin belt and say- 
ing the magic words. Everything must be done 
exactly right or it will not work. It is easier 
to become a were-hare according to an En- 
glish witch. All you have to say is: 

I shall go into a hare, 

With sorrow & sighing & mickle care, 

And I shall go in the Devil's name 

Till I come home again. 

There is another verse to change back into a 
human. Which might be a problem since hares 
are not noted for their voices. 

to make folks holler, 
be a language scholar 

Most traditional werewolf lore is from the 
European countryside but movie & TV were- 
wolves have turned up in cosmopolitan En- 
gland in THE WEREWOLF OF LONDON 
and in rural Louisiana where they have the 




If LIFE magazine hadn't played up the runaway success of I WAS A TEENAGE WEREWOLF (Michael Landon, 
above) in 1957, FM might never be celebrating its 20th Anniversary in 1978. Truth! 


NIGHT OF THE WOLF. Film werewolves have 
even attended school as in I WAS A TEENAGE 
WEREWOLF and WEREWOLF IN A 
I GIRLS’ DORMITORY. The only werewolves 
in the schools in Europe according to legend 
I were the scholars who learned enough magic to 
I make a deal with the devil in order to become 
shape-changers. They had little time for any- 
i thing else because it seems all deals had to be 
made in Latin; so a great deal of time had to 
be spent just in learning enough Latin so as 
not to get cheated. 

reel werewolves vs. 
real werewolves 

Movie werewolves kill anyone who gets in 
the way when they have changed but the 
European werewolf keeps its human mind and 
knows perfectly well everything it is doing the 
whole time it is in wolf form. As would be 
expected, there are good werewolves & there 
are bad werewolves. Like the story of a lost 
little boy in a forest at night, who was led out 



Oliver Reed contemplafes doing bad deed In CURSE 
OF THE WEREWOLF. 
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Whatover became 

that's htm al 


Harryhausen's 7th VOYAGE OF SINBAD? Don't look now but 
fother of THE BOY WHO CRIED WEREWOLF (Universal). 


of the forest by a huge wolf. It was discovered 
that the wolf was a werewolf who had a curse 
on him; if he did not harm anyone for 7 years, 
he would be able to resume his human form. 
But cases like this are rare; most werewolves 
are supposed to be evil and enjoy the taste of 
humans. 

the bane of werewolves 

So it’s necessary to have some protection 
against them. Wolfbane is good, yet the best 
way to be safe from werewolves is to avoid 
them. Tho a silver bullet is said to be the best 
way to kill one, sometimes exorcism, as in The 
Phantom Farmhouse, works. 

In some places a werewolf can even be killed 
or at least harmed by normal weapons. When 
this happens then the werewolf will regain its 
human form, which is exactly what happened 
at the end of The Legend of the Werewolf. 
This is a very dangerous way of detecting 
them as the foUowing story shows. 

the paws that re-fleshes 

A man hunting in a forest was attacked by 
a huge wolf which he managed to drive off 
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after cutting off one of its paws, which he put 
in his hunting sack. He started home and met 
a friend to whom he told his story as he 
showed him his souvenir. But when the men 
examined the paw they found that it was a 
woman’s hand with a ring on it. The friend 
recognized the ring as belonging to his wife. 
They ran to his house and discovered the wife 
in bed with one of her hands cut off. 

When a werewolf is wounded and regains its 
human form, the wound will be in the same 
spot on the human body. This idea was used 
in Hammer’s CURSE OF THE WEREWOLF 
based on Guy Endore’s 1933 novel, “The 
Werewolf of Paris’’. The child Leon is dis- 
covered to have been shot the morning after 
a local farmer says he shot a wolf which at- 
tacked his sheep. Also in this film true love 
was a cure for the curse. A risky business to 
say the least because the werewolf and the be- 
loved must be together to stop the transform- 
ation. If it is not “true love” somebody is in 
a lot of trouble. 

a werewolf’s lot is not so hot 

Being a werewolf is not easy and even if you 
manage to die you can be accidently resur- 




rected like poor Waldemar Daninsky. After he 
was shot with a silver bullet and was killed in 
FURY OF THE WOLFMAN, he came back 
to live in THE WEREWOLF vs. THE 
VAMPIRE WOMAN when the doctors 
examining his body in the morgue re- 
moved the silver bullet from his heart. 

This noble Polish werewolf is the creation 
of Paul Naschy of Spain, who has fea- 
tured him in 8 films in the last several 
years including THE MARK OF THE 
WEREWOLF and DR. JEKYLL & THE 
WEREWOLF. 

bad breath 

Werewolves & vampires are usually men- 
tioned in the same breath and closely associ- 
ated. In films they sometimes appear together 
as the werewolf servant of the vampire in THE 
RETURN OF THE VAMPIRE. Also if a were 
wolf is finally killed for good his problems may 
not be over. If he was evil, then like all evil peo 
pie when they die, he is doomed to become a 
vampire. This law of the supernatural extends 
even- to FM so that tho this werewolf story ap- 
pears to be finished it may yet return as a vam 
pire in the future! 


Bradford Dillmon ain't no 
Gillman in terrorvision 
tale'‘Moon of the Wolf.” 
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the experts speak’deyou agree?-part 2 


S TAR WARS affects dif- 
ferent people in different 
ways. Last issue we 
brought you the reactions of a 
number of outstanding individ- 
uals (out standing in long lines 
like the rest of you). 

Now FM's famous photogra- 
pher of the mon-stars leads off 
with his opinion, followed by 
those of other important peo- 
ple in the film & fantasy 
industry, including STAR 
TREK's popular Lt. Sulu, 
Geo. Takei. 

Walt Daugherty calls STAR 
WARS “Flash Gordon with a 
doctorate,” and he should 
know whereof he speaks as he 
has probably seen 90% of all 
sci-fi, fantasy & gothic films 
made in the USA, having been 
active in the field for over 40 
years. He is at present Cura- 
tor of the Hollywood Motion 
Picture Museum. 

• 


R2-D2 + C-3PO + OBI-WAN 
KENOBI = BLOCK BUSTER 
FORMULA 

If anyone had ever ap- 
proached me with the idea 
that by combining fragments 
of Buck Rogers, Errol Flynn 
swashbucklers, Jack Arm- 
strong, the Tin Man of Oz, 
Bug-Eyed Monsters, Laurel & 
Hardy, Wyatt Earp, World 
War II dogfights and the idea 
the Good Guys vs. the Bad 
Guys, they could come up 
with a GREAT motion pic- 
ture, I would have said that 
ihey were out of their minds. 
One man not only came up 
with this idea, but also with a 
12-page outline convinced the 
powers-that-be at 20th Cen- 
tury-Fox that it was feasible 
and practical, and then pro- 
ceeded to do the impossible. 
George Lucas is that man. 
Then with two years put into 
the script and three years of 
production with its myriad 
problems, he hit the Silver 
Screen with a real blockbuster 
. . . STAR WARS. 

Lucas brought together two 


established stars — Sir Alec 
Guinness and Peter Cushing— 
along with several basically 
screen unknowns for his cast. 
Then by drawing from the tal- 
ents of over 70 fine technicians 
and five scientific companies 
he produced a film of sci-fi-fan- 
tasy that boggles the mind 
and dazzles the eyes. 

In two hours and two min- 
utes full of sheer delight he lit- 
erally and actually takes us 
out of this mundane world into 
the far reaches of space. What 
a relief to leave the everyday 
politics, inflation, murder, 
mayhem and the thousand and 
one shocks which ‘'all flesh is 
heir to'' and escape into a fan- 
tastic space opera. In three 
travelling paragraphs at the 
film's beginning Lucas sets the 
complex plot, then lets each 
character, human, monster and 
mechanical introduce them- 
selves without taking a third 
of the film to develop and ana- 
lyze their psychological back- 
grounds before getting into the 
story. 

Most of his technical talent 
was drawn from graduates of the 
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schools of "A Clockwork Orange” 
“2001”, “Silent Running”, Dr. 
Strangelove", “Thunderball”, and 
“King Kong”. Their talents com- 
bined with that of many other top 
film-magic personnel pulled to- 
gether a fast moving and well- 
jelled piece of film wizardry. With 
over 300 cannibalized model kits, 
odd bits of sound from over 30 lan- 
guages, spinning sabers which 
reflect black light with over 200 
times normal brilliance, 363 special 
effects (“2001” is reported to have 
only about 35), and 900 people with 
actors ranging from 3 feet 8 inches 
to 7 feet tall, a space spectacular 
evolves that tingles the senses as 
no other film has ever done. 

Among the numerous innova- 
tions introduced by Lucas, I cite 
just two. First, instead of the en- 
vironmental norm for most pic- 
tures of the future or outer space 
being represented as clean, neat 
and hospital-sterile, all of his 
scenes appear as if they were shot 
on location on several planets, with 
that everyday used-car appearance 
including dented robots, burned 
and seared space ships ... if you 
will, an ecologically run down uni- 
verse. Secondly, where practically 
all futuristic or other-world films 
create only one alien or enemy 
monster or good guy, Lucas brings 
together a vast array of creatures, 
aliens, humans, androids and 
robots, and they all work (no pun 
intended). 

It is a must-see film that I would 
rate in the ten best in sci-fi cinema 
history. A real escape from the ten- 
sions of everyday life without the 
usual “message” shoved down our 
throats. 

One last thought: when you 
leave the theater at night and stare 
up into the star-studded sky into 
the outer reaches of space and 
shudder as you recall that Darth 
Voder is still there somewhere 
ready to attack again, fear not, 
for .. . and I say this FORCE- 
fully . . . “Obi-Wan Kenobi still 
lives!” ^ 


GEORGE TAKEI {rhymes with 
Okay) is a very serious gentleman 
with deep concerns for the present 
and the future. Whether on Earth 
or among the Stars, he has the wel- 
fare of humanity very much at 
heart— as you will discover when 
you read his reaction to STAR 
WARS: 

STAR WARS is the most pre- 
posterously diverting galactic es- 
cape and at the same time the most 
hideously credible portent of the 
future yet. 

While I thrilled to the exploits 
that reminded me of the heroics of 



GEORGE TAKEI (STAR TREK'S SULU) 


Errol Flynn as Robin Hood, Burt 
Lancaster as the Crimson Pirate 
and Buster Crabbe as Flash Gor- 
don, I was at the same time aghast 
at the phantasmagoric violence 
technology can place at our dis- 
posal. STAR WARS raised in my’ 
mind the question — do we indeed 
have a future? 

It seems to me what George 
Lucas has done is to masterfully 
guide us on a journey through 
space and time and bring us back 
face to face with today's reality. 
STAR WARS is more than science 
fiction, I think it is science ficti- 
tious reality. 

Just yesterday, June 7, 1977, I 
read that the United States will 
embark on the production of a neu- 
tron bomb — a bomb that will kill 
people on a gigantic scale but will 
not destroy buildings. A few days 
before that, I read that the Penta- 


gon is fearful that the Soviets may 
have developed a warhead that 
could neutralize ours that have a 
capacity for that irrational concept 
overkill to the nth power. Already, 
it seems we have the technology to 
realize the awesome special effects 
simulations that we saw in the 
film. 

The political scene of STAR 
WARS is that of government by 
force and power, of revolutions 
based on some unfathomable griev- 
ance, survival through a combina- 
tion of cunning and luck and suc- 
cess by the harnessing of technol- 
ogy— a picture not very much at 
variance from the political head- 
lines that we read today. 

And most of all, look at the 
people; both the heroes in the film 
and the reaction of the audience. 
First, the heroes; Luke Skywalker 
is a pretty but easily led youth. 
Without any real philosophy to 
guide him, he easily falls under the 
influence of a mystical old man be- 
lieved previously to be an eccentric 
hermit. Recognize a 1960's hippie 
or a 1970's moonie? Han Solo has a 
philosophy coupled with courage 
and skill. His philosophy is money. 
His proficiency comes for a price 
— the highest. Solo is a thoroughly 
avaricious mercenary. And the 
Princess, a decisive, strong, self- 
confident and chilly woman. The 
audience cheered when she wielded 
a gun. In all three, I missed qual- 
ities that could be called humane 
— love, kindness, yes, I missed sen- 
suality. I also missed a sense of 
ideals and faith. In this regard 
the machines seemed more human. 
They demonstrated real affection 
for each other and an occasional 
poutiness. They exhibited a sense 
of fidelity and constancy. The ma- 
chines were humanized and the hu- 
mans conversely seemed mechani- 
cal 

As a member of the audience, I 
was swept up by the sheer roman- 
tic escapism of it all The deering- 
dos, the rope swing escape across 
the pit, the ray gun battles and 
especially the swash buckle with 


22 




jmiR-SWARM 


the ray swords. Great fun! 

But I just hope that we weren't 
too intoxicated by the escapism, to 
be able to focus on the recogniz- 
able. I hope the beauty of the ef- 
fects didn 't narcotize our sensitiv- 
ity to violence. I hope the people 
see through the fantastically well 
done futuristic mirrors to the dis- 
quieting reflection of our own soci- 
ety. I hope they enjoy STAR 
without being “purely en- 
tertained". 


VERNE LANGDON is the resi- 
dent Makeup Maestro of FM who 
has given us so many enlightening 
features in the past on the past- 
masters of filmic facial alteration. 

He was the last man to make up 
Boris Karloff. 

And was responsible— for which 
we are all eternally grateful— for 
persuading The King to transcribe 
the Decca album, An Evening with 
Boris Karloff & His Friends. 

“Poe with Pipes” . . . ‘‘The Vam- 
pyre of the Harpsichord” . . . ‘‘The 
Phantom of the Organ”~these 
classic eerie albums are of Lang- 
don’s doing . . . and fright fans' un- 
doing. 

He authored ‘‘Thin Monster 
Captured”, an interview with John 
Carradine, in FM 41. 

Was involved in makeups for 
PLANET OF THE APES and the 
Monsterama Show at Universal 
Studios. 

Lucky attendees at the First 
Famous Monsters of Filmland 
Convention still shudder at the 
memory of James Warren turned- 
into the Frankenstein Monster be- 
fore their bugged-out eyes by the 
makeup magic of Verne Langdon. 

Verne now gives us an unusual 
viewpoint on STAR WARS— and 
hang onto your putty noses, it’s an 
unexpected one! 

George Lucas has said “I think 
of this as a movie Disney would 
have made when Walt Disney was 
alive." Aside from a Shaggy Dog- 
type Chewbacca, I cannot share 
Mr. Lucas's view of the property. 


To my way of thinking, Walt Dis- 
ney wouldn't have troubled him- 
self. Not to say SW isn't a biggie— 
quite the contrary. 2001 shrinks to 
insignificance by comparison, and 
FLASH GORDON almost (but not 
quite) sinks quickly in the West. 
But for all the hoopla, not to men- 
tion soaring box office figures and 
mile-long lines of moviegoers, this 
epic is just cowboys & indians 
swathed in Reynolds Wrap. Don't 
tune me out yet . . . hear this: the 
effects in all departments are su- 
perb-animation, costume design, 
sets, makeup, music, locations — in 



VERNE LANGDON 


fact, downright brilliant! And, in 
an industry which all-too-often 
cuts comers in these utterly essen- 
tial categories, I bow to all the ded- 
icated craftsmen for their exper- 
tise, and to Lucas <6 Fox for spend- 
ing money where money should be 
spent. But it should only be a mat- 
ter of time before the estate of L. 
Frank Baum cries “plagiarism!" 
against all parties for renaming 
Dorothy “Luke" and substituting 
a computer, robot and ape-man for 
the Scarecrow, Tin Man and Cow- 
ardly Lion. 

Someday they will erect a Statue 
of Literature in the Harbor of Long 
Beach near Hollywood, and she 
will bear the inscription near her 
feet “Give me your tired, your 
poor, your bungled scripts yearn- 
ing to breathe free, the wretched 
refuse of your teeming story lines, 
send these — the lifeless— tempest- 


tossed to me; I will lift my golden 
lamp beside the story editors. ” 

• 

STUART J. BYRNE had his first 
scientification story published in 
Amazing Stories in 1935. He is the 
author of the magazine novels 
“Colossus”, “Colossus 11” & “Co- 
lossus III”. 

The pocketbook Thundar, the 
paperback Starman. 

A translator of the Perry Rhodan 
(Peacelord of the Universe) series. 

Scripter of the scenitifilm 
DOOMSDAY MINUS 5. 

Altogether he’s had several mil- 
lion words of sci-fi published in 
America, Germany, Holland and 
elsewhere in the world. Under his 
own name and his well-known pen 
name John Bloodstone. 

He is a kaleidoscope of concepts, 
a volcano of volumes & a cascade of 
ideas. His idea of STAR WARS is: 

The keywords are: kilometer 
stone, landmark, breakthrough. 
Forget the pheruomenal public 
response and the landslide box 
office impacts. When many a so- 
phisticate comes back at four dol- 
lars a copy to stand in those two- 
hour lines for the fourth and fifth 
round, it's time to seek out the 
causes. 

What were the magic ingredi- 
ents? Special effects? Opticals? 
Scope and movement? Certainly all 
of these, but “2001", “Logan's 
Run" and “Future World" deliv- 
ered rich servings of these elements 
also. What else provided the golden 
touch? Was it some rare catalyst in 
the combination of producer Gary 
Kurtz and writer-director George 
Lucas, pushing through a high- 
blaster heavy-hardware production 
for under $10 million, no matter 
what the unique problems of screen 
portrayal? Was it the stoT-y, the 
novel characterizations, the happy 
mixture of monsters, androids and 
humans, the straightforward ad- 
venture in the classical myth- 
format of hero-in-cyclic-retum- 
from-the-dreaded-region, replete 
with a male version of the fairy 
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godmother? Was it the veteran 
delivery of Alec Guinness and 
Peter Cushing (expertly tight- 
roping over obvious chasms of 
cliche and parody), or the welcome 
freshness of such younger talents 
as those of Mark Hamill, Carrie 
Fisher and Harrison Ford? Un- 
doubtedly all of these were con- 
tributing factors, but at first 
glance a greater' essence eludes us 
— and it will continue to elude the 
imitators of STAR WARS in the 
future, unless they get the “point”. 

As an SF writer 1 know that I 
and my peers wouldn ’t have dared 
to either write or script this story 
as a bid for any major production. 
Editors, writers and reviewers in 
the genre might in fact consider it 
as an Exhibit A of all the forbidden 
cliches in the book — the D.I.D. 
(damsel in distress), the B.E.M.s 


(bug-eyed monsters), the stereo- 
typed heroics and villainies and 
even the subtle touch of S.A.S. 
(sword and sorcery) . . . All of these 
ingredients are precisely the stan- 
dard no-nos which have relegated 
countless stories and scripts to the 
garage or cellar, ever since the first 
sophistications began to appear in 
SF during the 1940s and 1950s. 
(The story outline of STAR 
was rejected by United Artists 
and Universal, and it was a border- 
line orphan at Fox.) This is to cast 
no aspersions whatsoever on broth- 
er Lucas. The most caustic and 
self-righteous purist among SF 
reviewers would have to applaud 
both the hook and the picture for 
its characterizations and often sim- 
plistic charm, which derives its 
main appeal from being uncon- 
trived and in achieving its frank 


objective of straight entertainment 
(like “Love Story” and “TheSound 
of Music”). In fact it was the “un- 
sell” that sold. 

However, the hidden break- 
through here is something else. 
Three vital principles are involved. 
One of these returns to an old but 
oft-forgotten axiom: that which be- 
comes cliche in one generation may 
be fresh discovery in another. 
Kurtz and Lucas evidently placed 
their bets on this one. And they 
were so right. 

But the second principle could 
possibly have escaped Lucas him- 
self. He either adhered to it con- 
sciously in this production, or he 
tapped it intuitively. SF writers 
have always suppressed a full ex- 
pression of their future visions (on 
the screen) because of the long- 
standing technical and financial 
limitations involved. “Too much 
hardware” was always a frequent 
objection from wary studios or pro- 
ducers. Modem techniques in opti- 
cals, miniatures and laboratory 
wizardry have overcome many of 
these hurdles. There are also tech- 
niques available which haven't yet 
been exploited, and no doubt other 
developments along these lines will 
open wider avenues for the dream- 
makers in general What all this 
boils down to is that STAR 
has proved a very vital point: the 
true vision of the future and the 
awesome scope of life potential in 
the universe may now be delivered. 
(We have only begun.) the audi- 
ences enjoy this picture objectively 
for all the other reasons given, but 
on a subjective level they are 
drawn to it repeatedly because it 
opens a very real window on the 
prophetic vision of the SF mind. 
There is a disturbingly convincing 
reality here as one sees and feels 
the imperious might of a gigantic 
space battleship or a moon-sized 
power plant which is capable of 
destroying entire planets. Some of 
the “fiction” recedes as we per- 
ceive in those vicious energy 
beams or in those breathtaking 
miles of lighted satellite windows 


Four overnight famous people: Luke Skywater, Princess Leia & Hon Sole. You 
wanna argue with Chewie that he ain't "people"? 
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the frightening yet wondrous po- 
tential of human or humanoid in- 
telligence. 

So STAR WARS keynotes the 
breakthrough. Many a previously 
suppressed vision of Tomorrow 
will be inhibited no longer. In that 
vision will be seen what these 
present audiences are also respond- 
ing to: an upbeat view of what we 
can become— and herin lies the 
third principle. I think STAR 
PV'AflS makes its impact by help- 
ing us to escape the downbeat. The 
non-vision of our over-emphasized 
iniquities has surfeited the spirit 
with ennui. Sex, hate, crime and 
violence have synthesized a reject- 
able self-image. The world today 
seems to be bogged down in an 
atmosphere of Death, Doom and 
Destruction. But people in general 
have a deep down optimism, a feel- 
ing that, in a better Tomorrow, the 
pessimistic '‘reality" of Today will 
prove to have been a false reality. 

In STAR WARS the door 
swings wide to more valid horizons 
long-held in reserve, and to a larger 
dimension of ourselves as a spe- 
cies. The barriers have been re- 
moved, thanks to pathfinders Gary 
Kurtz and George Lucas. 

• 

GEORGE PAL, just back from be- 
ing a Guest of Honor at the Sci- 
ence Fiction Exposition in Tucson, 
could only be caught on the phone 
for a breathless quote; 

As I always said, SPECIAL 
EFFECTS is as big a star as any- 
one in the business. 

George will be pulling all stops 
out for the Special Effects in his 
future projects, which include IN 
THE DAYS OF THE COMET & 
TIME MACHINE II. 

• 

KRIS NEVILLE has written 3 
acknowledged sf classics: 
"Bettyann." 

Special Delivery. ’ ’ 

“ ‘ Old Man Henderson. ' ' 

In addition he’s pleased the pub- 
lic with such paperbacks as The 



Unearth People, The Mutants, In- 
vaders on the Moon, Mission: 
Manstop &Perilofthe StarMen. 

9 years in the writing, he has 
just completed a collaboration with 
his wife Lil, a monumental quarter 
of a million word Novel of Ideas 
(“about 4000 of them,” he says) 
called THORSTEIN MACAU- 
LAY. 

Neville’s idea about STAR 
WARS differs radically from most. 
If you disagree with his reaction, 
let us have your letters. 

STAR WARS is a space opera. 
The space opera is a well-defined 
subgenre of sci-fL There are two 
types. 

Type I. The Doc Smith type. 
Mind-boggling concept follows 
mind-boggling concept. At first 
there is one giant spaceship, then 
ten, then ten thousand. At first 
there is one enemy and one friend, 
and then behind the enemy stands 
a bigger enemy and behind the 
friend stands a bigger friend. Even- 
tually events the characters are 
caught up in are seen to be just 
minor incidents in an aeon-long 
struggle between good and evil. 

Type II. Planet Story type. 
There is an Empire that includes 
thousands of worlds. There is a 
power struggle between the good 
guys and the bad guys for control 
of the throne. There is a young hero 
and a damsel in distress. The hero 
saves the day as a result of his 
heroic action. 

The space opera is obviously kid 


fiction. Some people after they get 
out of their mid-teens can go back 
and reread the Doc Smith type and 
still enjoy it, but the Planet Story 
type is so universally awful that 
you give up on it after you stop 
moving your lips when you read. 

I went to see STAR WARS hav- 
ing heard it described as an authen- 
tic Planet Story space opera with 
visuals that were better than 2001. 
I pictured it as a hybrid of Types I 
and II. The plot was, I supposed, 
Il-ish and the battle scenes and in- 
tellectual sweep, I-ish. It sounded 
like great fun, and I went full of 
pleasant anticipation. I don't much 
like movies, but this sounded like 
my cup of tea — tongue in cheek, 
slam-bang action-adventure, pho- 
tographed with taste, intelligence 
and sophistication, somewhat like 
PLANET OF THE APES.When the 
movie opened, I was sure I had a 
real winner. There was this mon- 
strous ship passing over the cam- 
era that just went on and on and 
on. Doc Smith lives! 

After the ship passed over, there 
was a fight scene. And what a fight 
scene! Blaster beams going every 
which way. Furniture exploding, 
walls melting and bodies falling. 
The damsel was captured. I was 
really in for a treat. Not five min- 
utes had passed. 

But where was the hero fighting 
free to escape the spaceship and 
fight another day? No hero. A cou- 
ple of ’droids but no hero. I always 
thought to get into one of these 
Planet Story space operas at all, 
you had to have a hero to identify 
with. Otherwise, the thing fell com- 
pletely apart from terminal silli- 
ness. There was no hero. 

And did the movie start to drag! 
It went nowhere interminably. 
Cliche followed cliche for a full 40 
minutes with nothing happening to 
advance the story and rescue the 
damsel in distress. A good old-time 
pulp editor would have cut most of 
that tedious talk-talk-talk out and 
built up the action scenes. The 
story was getting entirely lost. I 
started to get bored. My attention 
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wandered to the details. Nothing 
about them pleased me partic- 
ularly. 

The mechanical man walked 
with jerky motions. The squat 
rotundity spoke in whistles. Dinky 
little aliens showed up in bur- 
nooses which hid their faces. The 
Roman legions arrived in masks. 
The sound track could have been 
recorded separately in a studio. 
There were no lip movements and 
no expressions, and this coupled 
with theatrical sound divorced me 
completely from what was going 
on on the screen. 

Rather than hearing a Wag- 
nerian opera. I'm hearing some in- 
different symphonic music getting 
louder and softer. The camera work 
is unimaginative, the dialog is dull, 
the direction is pedestrian, the cut- 
ting produces no excitement and 
the total visual effect is flat. 

Two apparently co-equal villains 
are introduced. Two nearly co- 
equal heroes show up. The wise old 
mentor assumes the burden for one 
of the main action lines. The essen- 
tial canons of good Planet Story 
space opera have been tossed to 
the wind with predictable effect. 
Cliches from other genre are 
thrown in to heighten the boredom. 

Some of the special effects are 
good. The opening scene is impres- 
sive. The jump to hyperspace is 
sudden and effective, drawing ap- 
plause from the audience. There are 
some really magnificent explosions 
in space. The huge warship is al- 
most mindboggling. But the over- 
all production values are far in- 
ferior to 2001. No sense of the fu- 
ture is created, and the back- 
grounds for the live action material 
— while often excellent — are 
glossed over by the camera to the 
point where I never felt involved in 
the scenes. 

At no time after the movie got 
fully underway did I notice any of 
that slick competence of PLANET 
OF THE APES that commands 
willing suspension of disbelief and 
that complements intellegence. 

The final action sequence should 


have had me hunched forward, 
cheering for the hero, like in the old 
Western movies on Saturday after- 
noon, when the kids all around are 
cheering and jumping up and down 
and encouraging the hero on. It 
didn't. The rest of the audience, 
too, is relatively relaxed during it, 
sort of laid back, watching. The 
sequence is diffuse, confused and 
overly long. 

I ^ways get a little teary-eyed 
when medals are given out, and so 
I found the closing scene effective. 

It could have been a wonderful 
sendup of the old space opera. 
What it was was an indifferently 
photographed and produced mo- 
tion picture from an uninspired 
script that was modeled on the 
very worst of Type II space opera. 
I'm 52 years old, and there was 
nothing in that movie for me. 

For people who are not familiar 
with space opera at all, it will prob- 
ably be a real mindblower. I took 
my 14 year old son with me. He 
liked it very much. He had a few 
reservations, but who doesn't? 
It was one of the best movies he'd 
ever seen, and he 'd like to go back 
and see it again. All of which goes 
to prove that the old pulp formula 
works, the first time around, even 
when badly done. 


DR. DONALD A. REED is inter- 
nationally known as Founder, and 
President for 16 years, of the Count 
Dracula Society, and Founder, and 
President for 5 years, of the Acade- 
my of Science Fiction, Fantasy & 
Horror Films. He states unequivo- 
cally: 

STAR IVAiZS is the best science 
fiction film of 1977. 

Indeed Jim Cowan has stated 
that it is the best science fiction 
film ever made. THE ACADEMY 
OF SCIENCE FICTION, FAN- 
TASY AND HORROR FILMS, 
annually presenting the GOLDEN 
SCROLL A WARDS, nominated 
STAR ITAiJS immediately as the 
best picture of the year. It will be 
a leading candidate, indeed the 


leading candidate, for all of the 
academy's area awards in De- 
cember 1977. 

STAR is a landmark in 

the evolution of the science fiction 
film, an epic fantasy destined to be- 
come for today 's young people 
what the films of the late 1930$ 
and early 1940$ (such as WIZARD 
OF OZ, THIEF OF BAGDAD, 
etc.) were to another generation. 

THE SCI-FI ACADEMY nomi- 
nated the following from STAR 
WARS: 

BEST ACTOR in a science fiction, 
fantasy or horror film: MARK 
HAMILL 

BEST ACTRESS: CARRIE 
FISHER 

BEST SUPPORTING ACTOR: 
PETER CUSHING & ALEC 
GUINESS 

The Sound Man on STAR 
VFARS is Ben Burtt. Burtt, who 
holds a Master's Degree in Cinema 
from the University of Southern 
California, is the former Vice-Presi- 
dent of THE ACADEMY OF SF 
& HORROR FILMS. It is hoped 
that not only will Mr. Burtt win a 
Golden Scroll for sound, but that 
he will win an OSCAR for sound 
from the older ACADEMY OF 
MOTION PICTURES ARTS & 
SCIENCES. He is the type of 
young film maker (he's in his 20s) 
in fantasy films who will have a 
great future. 

THE ACADEMY OF SCI- 
ENCE FICTION, FANTASY 



DR. DONALD A. REED 
(Caricature by BUI Nelson) 
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CHARLES NEUTZEL is 
son of the artist Albert Nuet: 
(deceased) who did some of FP 
earliest & best covers: Lugosi 
the leader of the ISLAND 
LOST SOULS manimals, the ^ 
tian from WAR OF TI 
WORLDS, the original KI] 
KONG. Charles has authored o 
100 novels, 10 of them sci-fi ( 
first love). He has edited the sf 
thology IF THIS GOES ON £ 
been translated in Europe. He 
currently working on the no\ 
“Starace,” “Spacer,” “Star 
ings,” “Powerminds” & “Mi 
war.” He calls STAR WARS 
galactic leap warpward” and i 
tinues: 

I hadn't read the reviews in 
TIME and NEWSWEEK-not 
yet. That came later. I went to 
STAR WARS with expectations of 
seeing what was supposed to be a 
pretty good sci-fi film. 

I remembered the thrill, as a 
teenager, of seeing "Destination 
Moon" and much later of ex- 
periencing "2001"— and in be- 
tween the endless Hollywood junk 
labeled science fiction, horror, fan- 
tasy. Some of the films had been 
good, for their time; most were out- 
right frightening, in the wrong 
way —and forgettable! 

I'll probably never forget STAR 

WARS! 

It was the opening day in 
Hollywood; just before noon. 
Mann's Chinese Theater. The line 
was wrapped around the comer; 
the excitement tense. "May the 
Force be with you" buttons were 
given out at the ticket office with 
the $4.00 admission price. 

I saw, somewhere, that TIME 
Magazine was calling STAR 


Luke & Han, having rescued the Princess, <tnd themselves confronted with 
yet another menace — the Stormtroopers. 


the "Best picture of the 
year", and wondered if it could 
possibly live up to such praise. 

The posters looked great; but 
those were nothing more than 
photos; easily touched up to give 
the wrong impression. 

I was defensive — regardless of 
rumor, implied promise, 
promotion. 

I left the theater 2 hours after the 
film started and spent the next 
couple of days attempting to come 
to terms with what had turned out 
to be a cinema experience beyond 
expectations. For special effects 
alone it was a galactic leap forward 
into the never-never land of all-but- 
true reality — well, sorta. But the 
story— they had to be kidding! Or 
were they? 

Cute, comic robots; one a 
vacuum tub; one a British, scatter- 
brained "butler-type " — to say 
nothing about kiddy-comic antics 
of aDisney cartoon? A Princess? A 


metallic black robotic-looking 
villian? An "oh, my gosh" kind of 
trite plot? 

And that saloon scene! Wow! 
Galactic monsters snatched direct- 
ly from the best of sci-fi books. 
Light swords; 8 foot Wookie side- 
kicks? Well . . . 

And then there was: Obi-Wan 
Kenobi — 

Alec Guinness. 

Surely a combination devoutly 
to be wished — an actor's actor 
developing his part with the same 
serious intent he has given all his 
great roles. 

Mixed with Zap guns with real 
ZAP? A climatic space battle to 
stun the senses. All in living color 
with stereo sound? Effects that 
made “2001" look like the original 
"One Million B.C."? Sets of per- 
fection; battered spaceships? 
Dusty, dented air-cars? Even space 
warps? 

This is the movie to end all sci-fi 


AND HORROR FILMS belie 
the science fiction film has com 
age with STAR WARS and 
trust our 500 members will < 
sider it for all 30 of our award: 
merit when the GOLD 
SCROLLS are voted in Decern 
ofl977. ^ 
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An Imperial laser cannon becomes stardusi when a rebel fighter blows it up. 


movies? The “Best picture of the 
year” — any year? 

You better believe it. 

Yet this is kiddy stuff; not for 
adults! 

Maybe. 

What gave STAR WARS that 
something extra to take it far 
beyond countless sci-fi films 
produced in the past, regardless of 
its “comic-book” plot and script? 
Some would suggest the special ef- 
fects. 

To me the total impact centers 
on attitude. It was created out of 
love for what it was — bringing 
PLANET STORIES/Comics to 
life. Perfection in direction, music, 
effects, sets, concept — yes, even to 
the comic humor, the kiddy 
touches that might curl an 
adult's mind. For once there was 
none of the self-conscious 
smugness. 

Sure, “2001” had serious intent; 
“Logan's Run” attempted the 
same effect — just to name two 
films. But that something extra 
was missing. 

Here for the first time was a rip- 
snorting sci-fi — space fantasy, if 
you'd rather — story right from the 
pulps or comics, done without any 
attempt to be anything other than 
great fun. The screen came to life 


with a fantasy reality — a “place” 
long ago and far away in a distant 
galaxy that does exist throughout 
the duration of the film. 

Right from the start, the titles, 
the music, the immediate attack on 
the “Princess” spaceship, to the 
last hack-like, trite, cliche scene of 
our three wondrous heroes gaining 
their just rewards from their 
dutifully served princess, the film 
grabbed and crushed you in its sen- 
sual mind-explosive grip. 

What made it work for me was ' 
the very fact that every cliche that 
could be skillfully crammed into 2 
hours was thrust at you with such 
beautiful style that the end result 
was something that can be called 
nothing short of — 

Original. 

Classic, even before it had a day 
to run? 

A classic in its very production, 
in its making, development, 
execution. 

A sequel, sadly, is called 
for — and it will come. 1 suggest 
sadly simply because the obvious 
must happen: a repeat is just that, 
a copy always a bit less. Yet even 
in its sequelized form STAR 
lyAflS II will be worth the produc- 
tion price and the admission price 
if for nothing more than to again 


experience PLANET STORIES 
brought to full light before your 
astounded eyes, ears, nerves, 
soul — total being. 

STAR is childhood ex- 

ploded into reality; mental fan- 
tasies that were always a bit 
illusive, truly experienced for the 
first time. 

Yes, it is a children's story, but 
how many adult children have 
thrillled to THE WIZARD OF OZ? 
Some might call it “camp ” — to use 
an already outdated term. So be it. 
A step above “Star Trek” and a 
move sideways from “2001 ” and a 
leap forward from the endless 
tongue-in-cheek mockeries that 
pass as sci-fi. 

But what producer could 
possibly say that such and such 
story is too expensive — or that the 
effects would be impossible to 
make — once they look at the box 
office returns and the marvelous 
film magic STAR VTAiZS demon- 
strates? 

It is not the story, but the total 
production values that make the 
point. It is not just what has been 
done here but what STAR WARS 
proves can now become reality on 
film. 

STAR WARS marks a move for- 
ward in film making; it is an event 
in itself, but even more important 
it has proven that any major sci-fi 
novel, no matter how sophisti- 
cated, can now be brought 
to the screen, presented in such a 
fashion as to satisfy both creators 
and audience, both the hard-core 
fan and the general public. 

That above all else is the major 
importance of STAR WARS; the 
promise it makes for the future, not 
in sequels, but in new, more mature 
sci-fi movies. 

Sadly enough we will all have to 
probably wait another decade to 
once again experience such a galac- 
tic leap warpwards. ■ Until then, 
though, we have the success of 
STAR to promote films to 

come — for now, it must be obvious 
even to hardnosed film 
producers that sci-fi has come of 
age in cinemaland. 


END 





MYSTERY PHOTO No.100 

ANSWER to MYSTERY PHOTO No. 100: THE MURDER 
CLINIC. 

Among those who correctly identified #99 os CASTLE 
OF THE LIVING DEAD were PARKER ANDERSON, DENNIS 
MURRAY, PETER COVITZ, MARK SZYMANOWSKI, CHRIS 
GiPPLE, FREDDIE COOPER, JIM CLEVELAND, GUY PERROT- 
TA, ANTHONY TIMPONE, ANGIE BREWER, J. ERIK SALS- 
BERG, TOMMY VEST, end KEVIN M. FAHEY, who adds 
"The witch is eating bread given to her by a midget", 
and SUSAN E. RUTH, who adds "Interestingly enough, 
Donald Sutherland played a dual rote In this film, the 
rather grotesque witch & a bumbling police sergeant. 
Christopher Lee was a mysterious Count searching for a 
substance that would confer immortolity." 
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S INCE our primitive ancestors first stared up at those mys* 
terious distant bonfires in the sky called stars, men & women 
of imagination have wondered— 

Is the firmament inhabited? 

And if there are beings beyond the boundless blue, will they 
ever come to Earth? 

And if they do, will it be as friend or foe? Will 
they be angels or devils? Fair of form or 
hideous horrors? 

^Tho no intelligent life as we 
understand it has been dis* 
covered on the Moon or 
on the red planet 
Mars, water has been 
detected beyond 
the Milky Way 


[i 


'* 
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BEAST WITH 1,000.000 
EYES. He came to Earth to 
meet THE MAN OF 1000 
FACES. 



The Martian Menace that imperilled the Earth in the 
Pal/Wells masterpiece of Interplanetary action & ima- 
gination. WAR OF THE WORLDS. 


Galaxy. It is possible for life ^intelligent life, 
we hope) to exist. It is unlikely that it will be 
like us so it will be our background in sci-fi 
that will help us to understand the aliens. 

Let’s hope that they are at least friendly 
and want to be understood. Let’s hope they do 
not come as— 

invaders from beyond 


villainous vegetables { 

After a rocket returns to the Earth with 2 of i 
its 3 astronauts drained of blood inside their 
spacesuits and the third almost a madman, 
Prof. Quatermass (Brian Donlevy) discovers a 
human body with a strange growth on its face. 
The tissue structure is eaten away. The bone 
is reduced to powder. This causes Quatermass 
to speculate on the type of unearthly entity 
which might cause such disfigurations in THE 
CREEPING UNKNOWN: 

“What if there is a form of life in space— 
not on some planet— just drifting. Not hfe as 
we know it. With intelligence— yes— but pure 
energy with no organic structure . . . invisible! 

“Now the rocket passed thru its path and it 
entered the rocket. It found Hving specimens 
of our form of life. Human cell organisms. Now 
if, even by accident, it could enter one of those 
structures . . . what a way to invade the 
Earth!’’ 

He realizes that something got into the 
spaceship, took the blood out of 2 astronauts 
and is using the third as a carrier. And an af- 
finity— a union— between plant & animal is 
created with the ability to destroy & possess & 
multiply at will! 

The plant-thing is electrocuted atop West-| 
minster Abbey but that certainly didn’t stop ^ 
our herbicidal maniacs! 

Meteors caused world-wide blindness among 
human beings and things sprang from seeds 
spewed from the celestial rocks in THE DAY 
OF THE TRIFFIDS. Sea water finally dis- 
solved & destroyed the deadly perambulating 
plants. 

IT CONQUERED THE WORLD featured 
what looked like a giant crimson cucumber 
from Venus controlling minds. 


“People of Earth— Attention! We are the 
survivors of a disintegrated solar system. At 
this moment the remainder of our fleet is cir- 
cling your globe. They are awaiting a signal to 
tell them where to land.’’ 

In Ray Harryhausen’s animation thriller of 
intergalactic war, EARTH VS. THE FLYING 
SAUCERS, strange beings tried to conquer us 
with destructive rays. We escaped conquest 
only by the narrowest of margins in a battle 
predominantly fought in Washington, D.C. 
which still ranks as one of the screen’s great- 
est spectacles. 

These beings came from beyond our solar 
system. No longer can we believe in the reality 
of such films as RADAR MEN FROM THE 
MOON since we know this type of life does 
not exist there. 

But what type of life can exist? 
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deadly doppelgangers 

But the greatest nightmare of all lurked in 
the fields of Santa Mira, Calif. As one man 
described it: 

“Less than a month ago, Santa Mira was 
like any other town— people with nothing but 
problems. Then out of the sky came a solution 
. . . seeds drifting thru space for years took 
root in a farmer’s field. From the seeds came 
pods which had the power to reproduce them- 
selves in the exact likeness of any form of 
life . . .’’ 

The new bodies grew, taking over human 
beings. Cell for cell. Atom for atom. There was 
no pain. Suddenly while you slept they would 
absorb your minds— your memories— and you 
were reborn into an untroubled world where 
everyone was the same. An automaton. An 



to metamorphose tnto a Monster in THE CREEPING UNKNOWN, 
science fiction transferred to the screen in 1956. 


exceiient example of 


ersatz. A puppet-person. This was the menace 
caUed THE INVASION OF THE BODY 
SNATCHERS. 

Deadly plants panted after beautiful girls 
in INVASION OF THE STAR CREATURES, 
an absolutely potty picture. 

In INVASION OF THE SAUCERMEN 
dwarfs with bulbous brains made people turn 
green with terror. 

dumb thing to do or high i.q.? 

The invaders which threatened us were not 
always intelligent. 

THE BLOB was a shapeless mass which ab- 
sorbed animals & people. As it ingested living 
creatures, it grew. Only by freezing could it be 
controlled and dropped in the frozen Arctic 
waste . . . only to reappear when a construc- 
tion crew found it in SON OF THE BLOB 
(also known as BEWARE OF THE BLOB). 

But more often than not the things which 
tried to take over the Earth (or a small part of 
it) were intelligent. Most came for reasons of 
conquest, like LOST PLANET in which we 
were invaded by robotmen with deathrays 
from the planet Ergro. 


Even our own dead were reanimated by in- 
vaders and used against us in INVISIBLE IN- 
VADERS & PLAN 9 FROM OUTER SPACE 
& THE EARTH DIES SCREAMING. The 
NIGHT OF THE LIVING DEAD was 
brought about by microbes which hitched a 
ride on a returning space capsule. 

THE ANDROMEDA STRAIN was also 
caused by an unknown type of alien bacteria. 

Sometimes there were extenuating circum- 
stances for the invasion of our planet. 

In trying to explain the INVADERS FROM 
MARS, one scientist-actor said: 

“There isn’t enough oxygen on Mars and 
the surface is too cold to support human life 
as we know it. There is a theory, consequently, 
that their cities are underground near some 
central core of heat. Or that they live in space- 
ships. 

“That can’t be proved. But it can’t be dis- 
proved, either. Can you disprove, for example, 
that the Martians have bred a race of syn- 
thetic humans to save themselves from ex- 
tinction? They’re called mutants. 

“Say you’re a Martian. With the aid of these 
mutants you’ve developed a way of life to save 
your race. Giant ships floating in space with 
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The gigantic alien robot destroys a Japanese town in THE MYSTERIANS (1959). 


sufficient oxygen to sustain life. Then the in- 
habitants of another planet start shooting 
powerful rockets, endangering your zone of 
survival. Wouldn’t you want to do something 
about it?” 

war of the wells 

After HGWells’ novel THE WAR OF THE 
WORLDS was published in 1898, Mars be- 
came the focal point of many of our fears 
about the unknown menace which might at- 
tack from another planet in our solar system. 
For we became aware that ‘‘human affairs 
were being watched keenly & closely by intelli- 
gences greater than man’s. No one gave a 
thought to the older worlds as a source of 
human danger. 

‘‘Yet across the gulf of space, on the planet 
Mars, intellects vast & cool & unsympathetic 
regarded our Earth with envious eyes, slowly 
& surely drawing their plans against us ...” 

George Pal’s 1952 production of WAR OF 
THE WORLDS is considered by fans & critics 
alike to be a triumph of special effects. The 
battle between the feeble defences of the Earth 


and the invincible Martian war-machines still 
holds audiences spellbound. 

The Martians were physically degenerate 
creatures who needed the youthful Earth. Tho 
possessed of anemic blood, they had developed 
protective force-fields which even atomic 
bombs could not penetrate. 

Having come from a sterilized world, the 
Martians had no resistance to diseases from 
which we were immune. They were destroyed 
by our tiniest warriors— Earthly bacteria! 

Mars has often been a source of malevolent 
invading aliens such as— 

THE FLYING DISC MAN FROM MARS. 

THE DEVIL GIRL FROM MARS. 

THE ROBOT MONSTER. 

The mansize insectoids of 5 MILLION 
YEARS TO EARTH. 

Not to overlook the violet villains of THE 
PURPLE MONSTER STRIKES. 

ladies’ day 

If invading hordes weren’t looking for a fer- 
tile planet to usurp, they were trying to steal I 
our women. There were— 
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"Shadow, shadow, on the wall— am I the scariest Invader of them all?" Cosmic Creature from I MARRIED A 
MONSTER PROM OUTER SPACE, Paramount, 1958. 
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Hearts stoad still THE DAY THE EARTH STOOD STILL and Michael (Klaatu) Rennie, Patricia Neal & Great Gort 


posed for this still picture. 


MARS NEEDS WOMEN. 

BLOOD BEAST FROM OUTER SPACE. 

I MARRIED A MONSTER FROM OUTER 
SPACE, starring actor-tumed-author (author 
of the popular terror novel & film THE 
OTHER), Tom Tryon. 

THE MYSTERIANS came from a planet 
called Mysterious, which entered our solar sys- 
tem and with a giant robot & destructive rays 
tried to kidnap our women for breeding 
purposes. 

Space pirates 

Invaders came from almost every conceiv- 
able place in the galaxy. 

The Ymir of Ray Harryhausen’s great 20 
MILLION MILES TO EARTH came from 
Venus as well as the robots of TARGET: 
EARTH! and the STRANGER FROM 
VENUS. 

From a place called Astron Delta came the 
KILLERS FROM SPACE to breed giant rep- 
tiles & insects in a cave. 

From a wandering planet which visited our 
galaxy came THE MAN FROM PLANET X 
starring Robert (THE HIDEOUS SUN 
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DEMON) Clarke. 

John (THE MOLE PEOPLE) Agar’s body 
was invaded by THE BRAIN FROM 
PLANET AROUS. 

YOG-THE MONSTER FROM SPACE 
was a living force from an asteroid belt which 
entered various Earth creatures such as an 
octopus, crab, turtle, and increased their size 
gigantically. It was destroyed by ultrasonic 
bat screams according to Walt Lee’s “Refer- 
ence Guide to the Fantastic Films”. 

On & on they came in countless legions from 
a one-eyed alien in THE ATOMIC SUB- 
MARINE to a glowing globular horror which 
gave human children eerie powers in SPACE 
CHILDREN. Speaking of children, who can 
forget • the frightening VILLAGE OF THE 
DAMNED, in which extraterrestrials fathered 
half-human super-children with incredible 
abilities? 

However, when we think of the most terrify- 
ing invaders it is not THE BEAST WITH A 
MILLION EYES or the phosphorescent AS 
TOUNDING SHE-MONSTER or the shaggy 
beaked monstrosity from NIGHT OF THE 
BLOOD BEAST or the pallid PHANTOM 


FROM SPACE. The first fiend which springs 
to mind is the awesome THING. 

arness in horror harness 

James Amess played the vegetable-creature 
from another world which fed on human blood 
and which was finally electrocuted in the pulse- 
pounding climactic moments of the screen ver- 
sion of the sci-fi classic by the late great John 
W. Campbell. 

One of the cornerstones of true terror is to 
be placed in a situation from which there is no 
escape. And, truly, an Arctic station in the 
middle of a blizzard offers no escape. 

Ray Bradbury’s original story IT CAME 
FROM OUTER SPACE offered a different 
view of terror-inspired alien life-forms. These 
beings crashed on Earth and it was a race 
against time to see if they could repair their 
rocketship before the fear-maddened towns- 
people would destroy them. They hurt no one. 
They meant no harm. Human fear was the 
enemy in this story, not the aliens. 

Because the aliens of IT CAME FROM 
OUTER SPACE feared us more than we 
feared them! 

Not all of these visitors from space came of 
their own choosing— and not all of them came 
with evil designs. 

kryptic visitor 

SUPERMAN came from Krypton when the 
? planet exploded. His father sent him as a baby 
I in a rocketship to Earth where he was raised 
f by the Kent family. SUPERMAN used his tre- 
mendous strength, his X-Ray vision & other 
powers for the good of humanity. We are all 
waiting with high hopes for the multi-million- 
dollar spectacle starring Marlon Brando as 
I Jor-El, superman’s father, and Gene Hack- 
man as Lothar, his arch-enemy. 

logical conclusion 

In concluding an article on visiting aliens, 

: there is only one film which can possibly be 
, chosen. Because, as Mr. Spock would say, 
l‘Tt’s so logical”. 2001: A SPACE ODYSSEY, 
;more than 17 years later, used the same under- 
lying theme of the classic we all remember & 
revere. We will leave it to Klaatu, godlike am- 
' bassador from another galaxy, with his robot 
companion Gort, to speak the message given 
to all the peoples of the world in THE DAY 
THE EARTH STOOD STILL (1951). He 
(Michael Rennie) came from a planet different 
from ours. From 250 million miles away. 
Where people use diamonds for money because 
they're easy to carry and don’t wear out. A 



THE MAN FROM PLANET X threatens the fair sex In 
1951 Robert Clarke sclentifilm. 



IT CAME FROM OUTER SPACE with a face (?) that only 
a Mother could love. But all It wanted, so author Ray 
Bradbury assured us, was to get heme to Mom & the 
kids. 
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The Ruling Brain of the Red Planet spreads his tenta- 
cles preparatory to grasping the inhabitants of our 
Blue World in INVADERS FROM MARS. 



The Vegetable Man gets cooked in the climax of TH 
THING FROM ANOTHER WORLD. Jim Arness giving « 
electrifying performance. 


place where they have salves which can heal a 
bullet-wound overnight. A world where there 
are no wars. 

“. . . The universe grows smaller every day 
and the threat of aggression by any group— 
anywhere — can no longer be tolerated. There 
must be security for all or no one is secure. 
This does not mean giving up any freedom ex- 
cept the freedom to act irresponsibly. Your 
ancestors knew this when they made laws to 
govern themselves and hired policemen to en- 
force them. We of the other planets have long 
accepted this principle. We have an organiza- 
tion for the mutual protection of all planets 
and for the complete elimination of aggression. 
The test of any such higher authority is, of 
course, the police force that supports it. For 
our policemen, we created a race of robots. 
Their function is to patrol the planets, in 
spaceships like this one, and preserve the 
peace. In matters of aggression we have given 
them absolute power over us. This power can- 
not be revoked. At the first sign of violence 
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they act automatically against the aggressor. 
The penalty for provoking their action is too 
terrible to risk. 

“The result is, we live in peace, without 
arms or armies, secure in the knowledge that we 
are free from aggression & war— free to pursue 
more profitable enterprises. 

“We do not pretend to have achieved perfec- 
tion— but we do have a system— and it works. 

“I came here tc give you these facts. It is 
no concern of ours how you run your own 
planet— but if you threaten to extend your vio- 
lence, this Earth of yours will be reduced to a 
bumed-out cinder. 

“Your choice is simple: join us and live in 
peace or pursue your present course— and face 
obliteration. We shall be waiting for your 
answer. The decision rests with you.” 

And perhaps one day, if the starmen come 
from light-years away, the life or death deci 
sion for Earth will be influenced by you & you 
& you— enlightened readers of FAMOUS 
MONSTERS! 


endI 




W ell, it had to happen. Our backlog of questions keeps growing and we 
knew that only one man could answer it . . . old Professor Gruebeard. 
So, your fearless editor took that gloomy path to a stone slab marked GRUE- 
BEARD and knocked . . . and knocked. 

After a couple of hours of knocking, the slab was swung open and there 
was the prehistoric Professor. We told him that we needed his deep 
knowledge of the dark world to answer questions again. The Ancient Sage 
playfully snarled at us, “You woke me up from my first 200-year nap in cen- 
turies for this!’’ and swung his petrified tree cane at us a few times while 
we led him to FM's dungeon (keeping a safe half-mile between us and the 
Professor). As he muttered things that sounded like, “Young upstart . . . 
scoundrel . . . I’ll give you the back of my claw The crotchety old 

curmudgeon dipped his pen in blood and proceeded to answer some ques- 
tions from FM's readers . . . 



Q Chuck Butler wants to know who did 
the animation for the prehistoric 
world spectacular WHEN DINOSAURS 
RULED THE EARTH: 

A in the words of that famous know- 
it-all, Sherlock what’s-his-name, 
“Elementary, my dear Chuck.’’ It was 
the amazing JIM DANFORTH who cre- 
ated the spell-binding effects. 



DINO-MITE DINO ANIMATOR 
DANFORTH 


Q Reader David Foreman wants to 
know who was the Mummy in Ham- 
mer Films’ CURSE OF THE MUMMY’S 
TOMB. 

A David, under the wrappings & dust 
of the incredible living Band-Aid 
was actor Dickie Owen. 


Q Mark Bean says he heard that BELA 
LUGOSI'S voice was used for the 
Monster in SON OF FRANKENSTEIN. 
True or false? 

A You heard wrong, Mark. Lugosi’s 
voice was used for the Monster (as 
played by Lon Chaney Jr.) in the end- 
ing of GHOST OF FRANKENSTEIN 
when the brain of Ygor (the character 
Bela played in SON) was transplanted 
into the Monster’s skull. 

Q A couple PHANTOM OF THE OP- 
ERA buffs gave us this double-bar- 
relled question. Tim Sauve wants to know 
who the actors were who portrayed the 
Phanton, and Dennis Rogers asks how 
many versions of the story were made. 

A The first (and greatest) Phantom 
was, naturally, the immortal LON 
CHANEY in 1 925. CLAUDE RAINS was 
the first Technicolor Phantom in the 
1943 remake, while Herbert Lorn don- 
ned the Phantom’s mask for Hammer 
Films in 1961 . And just to keep the re- 
cord as straight as possible, James 
Cagney recreated Chaney’s Phantom 
in the Biography of Chaney, THE MAN 
OF A THOUSAND FACES in 1 958, and 
Leslie Nielsen (back from the FORBID- 
DEN PLANET) popped up as the Phan- 
tom in a NIGHT GALLERY spoof enti- 
tled “The Phantom of What Opera?’’ 



VERONICA CARLSON GIVES 
DRACULA THE COLD SHOULDER 


Q Bob Finlay obviously has an eye for 
the ladies (you little devil). He wants 
to know who played Maria, the intended 
bitee of Christopher Lee in DRACULA 
HAS RISEN FROM THE GRAVE. 

A VERONICA CARLSON almost suc- 
cummed to the thirst of Dracula in 
the Hammer Film production. 

% 

I’m putting these questions to- 
gether because, as you can see, 
they’re all connected . . . and as a 
grouchy senior citizen, I want to save 
time . . . heh, heh! 

Q Barry Ward & Randy Schuster want 
lo know if the great BORIS KAR- 
LOFF ever portrayed that fiend of fiends, 
Count Dracula, while Scotty Ferris asks if 
Karloff ever portrayed a vampire. 

A For Barry & Randy, the answer is 
no. As for you, Scotty, Karloff did 
play a member of the Undead in the 
chiller BLACK SABBATH directed by It- 
aly’s Mario Bava. Karloff’s vampire was 
a Wurdelak, a vampire who only drank 
the blood of those he loved the most . . 
in other werds, the family that bites to- 
gether . . . 


END 


the hour of 


the hairy horde^ 



C AVEMEN lived again in livingrooms across 
the land last year when Universal brought 
to TV a universally appealing subject: our 
prehistoric ancestors. 

We are fortunate to be able to give you a 
“blow-by-blow” behind-the-scenes look at how 
one of the actors was transformed into one of 
his ancestors and we are doubly fortunate to 
be able to accompany the fotos with the first 2 
chapters of a Classic Prehistoric Novel by a 
science fiction author still alive & being pub- 
lished. Your editor was only 11 when THE 
WONDER STICK first appeared in book form 
and he met such characters as Grumgra the 
Growling Wolf & Ru the Sparrow -Hearted. 
Stanton A. Coblentz’ Book has never appeared 
in paperback form: if you would like to read 
the remaining 24 chapters in a pocketbook, 
write your favorite publisher and tell them so. 

Now, backward. O backward. Time in thy 
flight: if you'd be a caveman, be ready for 
fright! 


Parti 

Grumgra 

the 

Growling Wolf 

A HUNDRED thousand years have passed 
since a certain memorable twilight in the 
forest of Unbaddu. Beyond a long ragged ridge 
of spruce, the sun went down in forlorn crim- 
son precisely like the suns of a later day; 
across the winding valley, with its shaggy 
woods and age-battered buttes and cliffs, an 
enchanted calm had settled as thought time 
had ended and there were no other days to 
come. Only the Harr-Sizz or Long-Snake River, 
foaming in tumultuous serpentine along its 
deep rocky canyon, persistently broke the si- 
lence of the great wilderness; though now and 
again the call of some belated bird, or howling 
of hyena, or long-drawn, mournful plaint of 
some lonely wolf, would sound weirdly and 
from far away like a voice from another world. 

Yet birds, wolves, and hyenas were not the 
only inhabitants of those houseless solitudes. 
Down by the brink of the river, where the wa- 
ters had widened for a space to a smooth-flow- 
ing glossy expanse, a curious -creature was 
threshing its way among the d^nse reeds and 
bushes. At the first glance one might have mis- 
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'Hts head was large and hts forehead was broad and the ferocious aspect of his long hairy face, with the ex- 
:eptionalty prominent jaws and high, tapering cheekbones, made him even more savage-looking than the ma- 
jority."— Stanton A. Cobientz 
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What the well-dressed Prehistoric Man wore when 
hair suits were cheap and everybody had one. From 
the UnIversai&TV taie of THE TRIBE. 


taken it for some monstrous beast, a cousin of 
the orang-utan or the gorilla; but a second 
glimpse would have shown one that it 
belonged to a more advanced race. 

Walking with a pronounced stoop on two 
massive legs, it reached a height only slightly 
below that of a modem man. At its side was 
slung a rabbit-skin pouch filled with pebbles, 
and in its huge right hand it carried a rough- 
hewn club the size of a table leg; while its 
great barrel-like chest, its short pugilistically 
thick neck, and enormously developed arms 
gave proof of a strength that few moderns 
could equal. For clothes it wore only a rudely 
cut strip of deerskin, which hung loosely from 
the broad, curving shoulders not quite to the 
knees; and over all the exposed parts of arms, 
legs, and breast there spread an unbroken mat 
of dense black hair. 

B ut most remarkable of all was the creature’s 
face. In features more beastlike than hu- 
man, the savagery of the jungle seemed to be 
warring with something that was not quite of 
the jungle, and in spite of the heavy jowls and 
apelike jaws there was just a hint of a miracle 
to come. The head was large and powerful, the 
forehead broad but low and receding, the eye- 
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brows perched on prominent bony ridges that 
went far toward giving a brutish aspect. The 
nose was flat, and the nostrils broadly dilated, 
the ears round, protruding and movable, the 
chin weak and almost non-existent; the mouth 
was wide and the teeth ground down almost to 
the jaw, while the cheeks, like the rest of the 
body, were covered with a wilderness of black 
hair. And as for the eyes— they were small and 
black, and yet keen and brilliantly lighted; and 
they burned and sparkled with alert intelli- 
gence as their possessor pushed his way warily 
through the thicket. 

A rriving at the edge of the dense bmsh, he 
was confronted by a wall of rock that shot pre- 
cipitously upward for hundreds of feet. Even a 
mountain-goat might have hesitated before at- 
tempting the seemingly impossible ascent; but 
hairy-limbed one did not so much as pause, 
though handicapped by the weight of his 
pouch of pebbles and of his club. With an air 
of absolute assurance, he turned a few paces 
to the left, then began to scramble up an al- 
most imperceptible little path that twisted in 
and about among a jumbled pile of boulders. 
It was a sort of natural stairway, though fre- 
quently there was a gap of five or six feet 
between steps and the man had to lift himself 
from rock to rock with much straining and pul- 
ling of his huge arms. Sometimes he stood on 
ledges so narrow that one misstep would have 
plunged him to destruction; sometimes it was 
not his feet but a powerful clinging hand that 
preserved his balance, and one would have ex- 
pected to see his fingers slip and his huge 
form reel and stagger into the abyss. Yet all 
the time he betrayed no fear, and continued on 
his way with the apparent carelessness of a 
tight-rope walker. 

The last gray of twilight was merging into 
the blackness of night when at last the climber 
paused on a little shelf of rock two-thirds of 
the way to the top. Out of a long irregular fis- 
sure in the cliff a dim light was shining, a 
strange flickering light that might have 
brought visions of goblins or ghosts. But the 
climber was neither surprised nor alarmed; 
and after halting for a moment to give his 
panting heart time to subside, he uttered a 
loud, thick-voiced grunt. Instantly, from some 
unseen recess in the wall, dozens of responsive 
voices were raised in a hoarse, excited chorus; 
then, after a second or two, the fissure began 
to widen, and by the pale, eerie illumination 
the watcher could distinguish three or four 
grinning, apelike faces, and six or eight curv- 
ing hairy arms that tugged and tugged at a 
huge, slowly moving boulder. 

Meanwhile the shouts continued, louder and 
louder, growing and growing in volume and ex- 



First Step in retrogression: appiication of the appilance that starts actor on the trail of devolution back in 

time. 


citement, until it seemed that hundreds of 
wildly agitated voices were clamoring all at 
once. At the same time, the tumult grew 
stranger and stranger, with hollow reverbera- 
tions as of men calling from some subterran- 
ean grotto: nor did the uproar diminish before 
the straining arms had opened a cleft the size 
of a man’s body. Then suddenly, with a swift 
contortion of his limbs, the new arrival slipped 
through the aperture: and once again the tug- 
ging arms were to be seen, pulling, pulling the 
boulder back against its fellow rocks. 

Soon, on that deserted terrace of the cliff, 
only the weird, wavering light was visible 
through an opening as narrow as when the 
climber had arrived. But, from within, a multi- 
tude of voices could be heard, clamoring not 
quite so tumultously as before, but chattering 
steadily and excitedly, like enthusiastic child- 
ren who have no end of things to say. 

A nd just beyond the replaced boulder, in the 
cavern whence the grinning faces had 
appeared, a grotesque spectacle was in pro- 
gress. To the modem eye, it would have looked 
more like a scene from another planet than of 
this world— and more striking, perhaps, than 
the scene itself would have been the stage on 
which it was erected. Imagine a long, curving. 



Clean shaven caveman. Soon hair will be added. 
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The Ape Lincoln look. Is he having thoughts of run- 
ning for presidency— or perhaps from a prehistoric 
Beast? 


irregular gallery, roofed and paved and walled 
with smoke-stained rock, in places so low that 
a man would have to stoop to pass beneath it, 
in places arching to an ample vault from which 
slow waters eternally drip and drip; imagine 
the dusky walls adorned with strange-colored 
pictures, pictures of animals long extinct, of 
cave wolves and cave bears, of mammoths and 
woolly rhinoceroses; imagine curious trophies 
hung side by side with the paintings, and 
above them, the skulls and antlers of huge 
stags, the horns of aurochs, the hides of wild 
boars and of mountain-sheep, the teeth of 
bears and the fangs of serpents slung into 
great hideous chains: while at one end a tall 
heap of bones, hundreds of which have been 
split and splintered for the marrow, bears 
evidence of many a greedy repast. And picture 
the whole scene illuminated from a single 
source, a great blazing pile of logs near the 
the mouth of the cavern, so that for a few 
yards the cave stands forth clearly revealed, 
while for its greater length it is obscured in a 
vague smoky twilight that gradually gives 
place to the blackness of utter night. 

W ithin tne cave, all was tumult and confu- 
sion. Every shadow seemed to be popula- 
ted and out ot every dark recess crawled some 
hairy form, with excited voice raised to greet 
the new arrival. That he was one of them 
would have been apparent at a glance; 
they too were mantled in furs and skins, 
whether of the deer, the wild horse, or the 
bison; they too were stooping and brawny and 
covered with hair, with the same retreating 
forehead, the same thick neck and powerful 
jaws, the same bony eye-ridges and glittering 
black eyes. 


As the newcomer entered, half a dozen long 
stout arms were flung about his neck and 
shoulders, and half a dozen sinewy hands 
seized him in a fierce grip of friendship. Then 
so closely did the swarm press about him, so 
furiously did they squeeze and struggle to be 
near, that one might have expected him to be 
crushed or suffocated. 

“Welcome back!” they chorused, in a tongue 
crude as that of a mid-African savage. “Wel- 
come back, Mumlo the Trail-Finder!i’ ' 

And in the confusion of voices that ensued, 
one might have distinguished little more than 
a series of guttural clucks and grunts— “Gni 
ghra, gru ghra, gni ghra!” —like the 
murmurings of a bewildered mob. 

V 'et that throaty tumult was in reality a 
pandemonium of joy. “Welcome! Welcome! 
Welcome!” rang out the voices— which is as 
near as the primitive words can be given a 
modern equivalent. And mingled with the 
greetings, there came a storm of questions: 
‘‘Where have you been so long? What have 
you done? What have you seen? Why are you 
alone? Where is Grop the Tree-Climber? and 
Wamwa the Snake-Eyed?” 

So insistent were these inquiries, and so de- 
termined was each questioner to be answered, 
that the newcomer could only turn in bewilder- 
ment from one to another, mumbling a mono- 
syllable here and a monosyllable there, but ap- 
parently saying nothing to satisfy anyone, 
since for some time the confused jabbering 
continued unabated. 

Then with lightning suddenness the tumult 
ceased. One of the mob uttered a single fright- 
ened monosyllable— and all tongues stopped 
short in mid-sentence. A look half of awe, half 
of actual fear, came across the grimicing faces; 
the sharp glittering eyes were all fastened u- 
pon the farther recesses of the cave, from 
whose midnight fastnesses a huge shambling 
form was emerging into the nearer twilight. 

“Grumgra the Growling Wolf!” muttered 
one or two under their breath; and all drew 
back as if by instinct as the newcomer sullenly 
approached. 

His great form, in the wavering shadows, 
seemed truly monstrous and redoubtable, per- 
haps more monstrous than the clear radiance 
of day would have shown it to be. As com- 
pared with his fellows, he was of enormous 
build— not less than six feet in height, with 
gorilla-like chest, thick-set sinewy limbs, and 
the solid stocky aspect of one whose excess 
weight runs to muscles. His head was large, 
even in proportion to his immense frame, and 
his broad forehead was not quite so low as 
those of his kinsmen, although the glowering, 
ferocious aspect of his long hairy face, with 



rom Chdney Sr. to Jack Pierce to the Westmores to 
feme Longdon to Universal's current artists, there's 
leen a million dollars' worth of make>up talent work- 
ing at that Studiol 

the exceptionally prominent jaws and high, ta- 
pering cheek-bones, made him even more sa- 
vage-looking than the majority. Armed with 
I an oaken club almost as tall as himself, clad in 
I the hide of a black wolf and adorned with a 
I crown of wolf’s teeth, he was truly a figure to 
strike terror to the hearts of the timid. 

Majestically he stalked toward the firelight, 
while at his coming his tribesmen retreated as 
far as the walls would permit. Within a dozen 
paces of the flames, he paused; then, lifting 
his club ceremoniously above his head, he ut- 
tered a single deep-voiced sound, more like the 
bellowing of a bull than the speech of a man. 
And, at this command, the cowering mob be- 
gan hesitatingly to approach him, though 
ail were careful to keep beyond the range of 
the club. But one of their number— he who had 
that evening scaled the cliff and been received 
tumultuously— made bold to step almost with- 
in arm’s length of the scowling one, and, with- 
. waiting to be bidden, launched into speech. 
44^^ Grumgra, great chief,” he said, I have 
\^done as you have ordered. I have been 
many days’ travel toward the land of the noon- 
day sun, and have seen wonderful things and 
met with queer adventures. And I have enter- 
ed a strange bright country, fairer than this 
' country, a strange and glorious place for our 
tribe to live. But evil spirits dwell there and 
have done wicked things to my companions, 
for Wamwa the Snake-Eyed was caught by the 
deep waters, and Crop the Tree-Climber was 
caught by a wild beast— and none of us shall 
ever see them again!” 



At these words a low moan issued from a far 
comer of the cavern. But, disregarding the in- 
terruption, Grumgra burst out sonorously, in 
tones more thundrous than those of his fel- 
lows: ‘‘Let us thank the gods of the wood that 
brought Mumlo back, although he bears us 
sad news. But what does the fate of a few men 
matter? Miunlo has saved us from the bad 
spirits that try to destroy us. For a longer 
time than any man can remember, our fathers 
have lived in this cave; but now, my people, 
the day comes when we must leave. You know 
how the winters have been growing longer and 
colder; how the sharp winds blow, and the 
snow piles thick for many moons, while the 
great sheets of ice, in the direction of the 
storm-wind, creep nearer and nearer every 
year. And our game gets scarcer and scarcer, 
for the mammoth is huge and terrible and hard 
to hunt, and the reindeeris wary and fleet, and 
the woolly rhinoceros and the wolves and 
bears are ferocious and kill many of our peo- 
ple. Yet there are stories in our tribe of a time 
when great warmth-loving beasts bathed in 
our rivers, and when mammoths without hair 
roamed in the woods. If we are wise, we may 
follow these creatures to warmer lands. And 
that, as you know, is why we have sent Mumlo 
the Trail-Finder to learn what sort of country 
lies under the noonday sun.” 

“Let Mumlo tell us what he has seen!” came 
the voice of one of the men. “Let Mumlo tell 
us—” 


B ut instantly the rash one regretted his 
words. An angry flash came into the black 
eyes of the chieftain; with a resounding thud, 
his great club smashed against the projecting 
spur of the cavern waU. 


And while the splinters flew in a hundred di- 
rections, Grumgra bellowed, “Mumlo will 
speak only when I bid him to!” And 
perversely he added, “I do not bid him to 
speak now!” 

For a second he paused, as if uncertain of 
his own intention; then followed with the 
growling admonition: “Let him now be fed and 
given sleep and rest after his long journey! 
And let none question him more! Tomorrow, 
when the sun is awake again, we shall all ga- 
ther here and listen to his story— and then I 
shall tell you whether we shall leave the cave 
or stay!” 

And, having issued his ultimatum, he made 
a sedate about-face; and, swinging his club com- 
mandingly, slouched away into the shadows. 


Part 11 

Ru 

the 

Sparrow- 

Hearted 

T he first gray of dawn had barely begun 
to widen above the eastern ridges when 
the people of Umbaddu were once more astir. 
Great brawny hands applied themselves again 
to the boulder at the cavern entrance; and, 
through an aperture barely large enough to 
admit a man, the inhabitants emerged one by 
one, each armed with a club, yet each making 
his way with apparent ease down the perilous 
slopes to the river. Reaching the bank, they 
flung themselves down at full length and 
sucked in long draughts after the manner of 
thirsting beasts; following this they fumbled 
about among the brush for roots and berries, 
and at length, having satisfied their appetites, 
pulled themselves once more up the precipi- 
tous stairway of the cliff. 

Meanwhile, within the cavern, all was 
activity and life. Several of the younger men 
were strenuously hauling in great dead logs 
through a rear entrance, which gave directly 
upon the forest; several half-grown lads were 
disposing of the refuse of yesterday’s meals by 
the simple process of casting it outside the 
cave door; and scores of the women— who 
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were clad precisely like the men, and were 
most easily distinguishable by their smaller 
stature and relatively hairless faces— were 
absorbed in what might be termed the 
household pursuits of the time. A few sat 
sprawled about nursing hairy infants in full 
view of all the tribe; a few were undertaking 
the vigorous chastisement of unclad urchins of 
five or six, who seemed too energetic in 
flinging flint chips about the cavern; one or 
two were casting fagots upon the great roaring 
the great roaring fire, which had to be kept 
alive both night and day; while a majority 
were engaged in culinary duties. One, holding 
the flayed body of a rabbit above the 
flames on a long sharpened stick, was 
cooking according to the conventional me- 
thod; another, busily grinding up nuts 
between two flat unpolished pieces of stone, 
was preparing a sort of gruel which, when 
seasoned with crushed grasshoppers and 
grubs, was regarded as delicious; still others, 
equipped with rude mallets, cleavers, scrapers, 
and knives of flint, were ripping off the skins 
of slaughtered deer, or pounding various edible 
herbs into a pulp, or smashing and softening a 
certain small beanlike seed until it came within 
the range of a hardy digestion. 

For more than an hour these activities 
continued without interruption save for the 
snorts and snarls which marked the not 
infrequent disagreements between tribesmen, 
Then suddenly, as on the preceding evening, a 
portentous hush, almost paralysis, came over 
the people; and out of some hidden recess 
stalked the great glowering figure of Grumgra, 
his club swinging menancingly, his shrewd 
little eyes glittering and sparkling like an evil 
threat. 

“Let all our people come here!” he roared, in 
tones that rang and echoed angrily in those 
narrow corridors. “Let them stop whatever 
they are doing, and come! Go, call those that 
are outside! And if anyone wants to stay 
away, let him do so— if he dares!” 

Here Grumgra twirled the club above his 
head as if to acquire practice in swinging it; 
and his people, needing no second warning, 
hastily abandoned their various tasks, and 
scurried in all directions in loud-voiced haste. 
It was not fifteen minutes before the stragglers 
had all been called back from the river bank and 
the entire tribe had gathered in a semi-circle 
about the fire. 

A weird assemblage they made, those two 
hundred men, women, and children, with 
their heavy-featured, bestial faces, their sinewy, 
hide-mantled bodies, and alert, staring black 
eyes ; while the firelight cast fantastic wavering 
shadows about them, and in their midst, domin- 


ating them as a cock dominates a flock of hens, a 
^eat apelike figure stood with battered club up- 
lifted in command. 

With the abruptness of a thunderclap, the 
deep bellowing voice burst forth: “Listen with 
careful ears to what I say, my people! Many 
days ago— more days than the fingers on the 
hands of three men— I sent Mumlo the Trail- 
Finder to the country of the noonday sun. I 
told him, and also Grop the Tree-Climber and 
Wamwa the Snake-Eyed, to look for a better 
cave for our tribe. Now he has come back, and 
we will hear what he has to tell us.” 

While the voice of the chieftain still roared 
and echoed through the cave, several stout 
hands seized the unwilling Mumlo and thrust 
him toward the firelight. 

S tanding in front of all his tribesmen, his 
face illuminated fitfully by the flames, while 
two hunderd pairs of eyes regarded him sol- 
emnly, he had no choice but to obey 
Grumgra’s command, “Speak, Mumlo! 
Speak!” 

“What would you have me speak of?” he 
pleaded, gazing with fascinated interest at the 
chieftan’s club. “There is too much to tell! 
Wamwa and Grop and I traveled for days and 
days through dark forest, and along green 
river canyons and over rocky hills. Sometimes 
we came out upon wide meadows, and some- 
times the land was covered with brush and 
stones and was very hard to pass. But we kept 
on and on, and lived mostly on roots and ber- 
ries and the bark of trees, though now and 
then we feasted on some small creature we 
slew with stones or clubs. At night we lit a fire 
without flints to keep the wolves away, and in 
the day we watched and watched for wild 
things, since great and terrible animals filled 
the forest, and often we had to climb the trees 
in a great hurry. And it was a huge animal 
that took Grop away from us, for once we 
came upon a herd of buffaloes in an open field, 
and before we could get back to the woods a 
mad bull had rushed upon him, and—” 

Horrified exclamations interrupted the 
speaker; but Grumgra, apparently unaffected, 
brought his club down warningly upon the 
floor. 

“We are not here to learn what happened to 
Grop!” he grumbled, with a foreboding scowl. 
“We are here to learn about the country you 
found. Tell us that, and nothing more!” 

“The country that we found,” resumed the 
Trail-Finder, taking care to put a few addition- 
al inches between himself and Grumgra’s club, 
“was all over-grown with grass and deep for- 
ests. It was much warmer than our own land, 
and even on the tops of the mountains there 
was no snow. But deer and bison and wild 



Hours later, his transformation complete, actor is 
ready to go before the camera and |oin THE TRIBE. 

boars and horses and cattle browsed there in 
large herds; and there were many berries and 
fruits and nut-bearing trees. And up among 
the cliffs above the great river I thought I saw 
the entrance to a cave like ours. In crossing 
this river, Wamwa slipped and was taken by 
the bad spirits—” 

Again the great club was lifted in a silent 
threat; and the angry eyes of Grumgra warned 
the speaker to keep to his story. 

44Vt would be a very good land for us to live 
M in, O great chief,” Mumlo hastened to add. 

“When the cold days came, we would not find 
it so hard to kill game enough to keep us 
strong. We would not have to shiver all the 
long winter moons, not having fires or furs to 
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Hunter in the marsh in the Bad Old Days when life 
wasn't a bag of marshmallows. 


make us warm. Our babes would not die, and 
our women would not moan and cry for meat 
we could not give them; but it would be sum- 
mer always, and there would always be 
warmth and plenty for us all.” 

A nd into the eyes of Mumlo for an instant 
came a contemplative glow, a half-dreamy 
light that seemed to belie the heavy jowls and 
brutish features, and to foretell the visionary 
who— a hundred thousand years later— would 
still be conjuring up Utopia. 

But almost instantly that light died out; the 
thick lips were curled into a snarl, and a 
hoarse growl rumbled from the speaker’s 
throat. Across from him, in the further rim of 
the firelight, a bull-like shaggy form had 
sprung up with menacing fists upraised, and 
there came the muttered challenge: “You lie! 
You lie! There can be no such land!” 

“Quiet, Woonoo!” yelled the chieftan, with 
an oath. And the club swung in such deadly 
earnest that only the extreme agility of 
Woonoo saved him from being mangled. As it 
was, the crash with which the club struck the 
cavern floor served as a warning to the over- 
daring; and the attempted chastisement was 
followed by an appalled silence, broken only by 
the murmurs of the more audacious: “Just 
what Woonoo deserved! Woonoo the Hot- 
Blooded always is getting into trouble!” 

Meanwhile the offender had slunk away into 
the shadows to the rear, and, having once 
tempted destiny, was apparently resolved to 
take no further chance. 

“Tell us more, Mumlo,” encouraged Grum- 
gra, in milder tones than before. “Tell us more. 
You think— you think we should all go to the 
land of the noonday sun?” 
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“O great chief, I think we should all go,” 
pleaded the Trail-Finder. “We hear nothing 
now but the cries of the hungry, and the 
groans of those whom the demons of sickness 
have taken. You know how our people are 
growing fewer and fewer each year. Our old 
men can tell of a time when we were many 
as the days from one spring season till the 
next; but for every two that walked in our 
cave then, there is only one that walks in it 
now. And you know, O chief, where the rest 
are— how many are sleeping with their women 
and babes in the burial grotto at the cavern’s 
end — and how many have left their bones to 
the cave bear and the hyena. You know, 0 
chief, so why should I try to tell you? A few 
more ice-cold winters, and the wolves will be 
crunching the ribs of the last of our tribe! ” 

The speaker stopped short and a horrified si- 
lence-broken only by the crackling logs in the 
great fire— settled over the entire assemblage. 

It was Grumgra’s voice that next made it- 
self heard. “Mumlo speaks well,” the leader 
acknowledged, leaning meditatively upon his 
club, as though he had forgotten its aggressive 
purposes. “Mumlo speaks well— it is true that 
we are getting fewer and fewer, for the great 
frosts are more than our people can stand, and 
when the winter comes the wild beasts seize 
us, or else some evil spirit creeps near, and we 
sicken and die. We do not wish to leave this 
cave, where our fathers and their fathers and 
their fathers before them have lived— but is it 
not better to go from our home than to 
perish?” 

Having reached a bellowing climax, Grum- 
gra paused as if to allow his words time to 
penetrate. There followed a frightened silence, 
broken now by a whispered exclamation of 
dread, now by a muttered oath of horror; and 
this awed speechlessness continued even after 
Grumgra had shouted his last words, “What 
do you say, my people? Tell me, what do you 
say?” 

F or a moment no one said anything at all. 

And, after a few second’s silence, Grumgra 
lifted his club in a fresh gesture of command. 

But at this point, interruption came from 
an unexpected quarter. Out of the shadows to 
the rear a slender form drew forward; and one 
of the younger tribesmen — scarcely more than 
a boy, he seemed— raised his voice in a manner 
that compelled attention. 

“Let me speak, O chief,” he cried, in deep 
tones almost musical beside those of his fel- 
lows “Let me speak a very little!” 

A scowl came over the dark face of the lead- 
er. His right arm drew back as if to wield the 
club and crush the intruder. 




“What? You speak, Ru?’’ he roared, 
derisively. “You, Ru the Sparrow -Hearted?” 
And into the jet-like eyes came a hard light as 
of disdain tinged with anger and hatred. 

“Yes, O chief, I ask to speak,” affirmed Ru, 
coming forward with a boldness that seemed 
to belie his name. And placing himself directly 
before the chieftan, well within range of the 
club, he stood like a deliberate challenge be- 
ween Grumgra and the people. 

A greater contrast than the two men pre- 
sented could hardly have been imagined-at 
least, not in those primeval days. Physically 
Ru was slight as his opponent was gigantic; 
he stood scarcely over five feet in height; and 
his frame, while well knit and evidently 
equipped with strong and flexible muscles, had 
none of Grumgra’s gorilla-like amplitude, but 
was slender as a sapling and had apparently 


been designed for grace rather than for power. 
At a single stroke, Grumgra might have 
crushed and mangled him like a fly— yet the 
difference between the two men was not wholly 
physical. For there was something about Ru’s 
face which seemed to atone for that which his 
body lacked. Like Grumgra, he had the charac- 
teristic eyebrow ridge, tapering cheek-bones 
and massive jaws of his tribe; but, unlike 
Grumgra, he seemed to possess some inde- 
finable quality that tempered his inherent 
brutishness. His forehead did not recede like 
those of his tribesmen, but was straight and 
high as that of a modern; his face was long 
and sagacious-looking, and his head unusually 
capacious; while his eyes— queer anomaly 
among that dark -pigmented race!— were not 
black like those of all the other Umbaddu, but 
gleamed shrewdly with a steel-gray glint! 

And with a courage unique among the Um- 




This might have been Grumgra the Growiing Wolf. 


baddu, those gray eyes firmly met the black 
ones of the chieftain. Perhaps it was the very 
audaciousness of their gaze that restrained 
Grumgra, for his club, though half uplifted, 
did not descend upon the daring one; but in 
tones of irritation and contempt he muttered: 
“Then tell us, Ru! Tell us what you have to 
say! But tell us very quickly!” 

A nd while Ru turned to address the multi- 
,tude, derisive hisses sounded from dozens of 
voices; and in tones half of laughter, half of 
mockery, some of the more garrulous mur- 
mured: “Ru is going to speak! The Sparrow- 
Hearted is going to speak! Listen to the Spar- 
row-Hearted give advice!” 

But above the cackling of the audience rose 
the clear voice of Ru: 

“It is true, my people, that we must leave 
this cave, where our tribe has lived since the 
beginning of things. But it is not true that we 
must leave without knowing where we are 
going. Mumlo the Trail-Finder has been to a 
land which he says is fairer than this— but 
that does not show us that our whole tribe can 
follow. Two of our companions have already 
been lost, and many more may go the same 
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way unless we are careful. For we are not very 
strong after all, my people. Remember the 
huge mammoths and the bears that roam the 
land; the storms that beat about us with cruel 
clubs; the torrents that race down upon us 
and bear us away; the great cold of winter, 
and the famine that is worse than the cold. If 
we are to live at all, we must be wiser than our 
foes. We must—” 

A t this point a low undercurrent of hissing, 
►gradually becoming louder, compelled the 
speaker to pause. And a score of hostile, curl- 
ing lips snarled the question: “What are we to 
do? Tell us, Ru, what are we to do? Shall we 
stay here and starve?” 

Simultaneously, a half-suppressed, contemp- 
tuous laughter broke from some unseen spec- 
tator. And it was with difficulty that Ru could 
lift his voice above that of the gibbering, 
chuckling mob, and continue: 

“It may be that Mumlo has not seen aU the 
land he has visited, or that he would not know 
how to find his way back there again. Or it 
may be that there is some other land much 
fairer— some land where we could all grow 
strong and happy. And why should we not do 
everything we can to find out?” 

Then, turning to Grumgra, who loomed 
before him with a hostile frown, Ru pleaded: 
“Let us not act like foolish children, 0 chief. 
Send out some other men— as many as the 
fingers of one of my hands. Let them look at 
the country Mumlo saw, or try to find some 
better place. I myself will go gladly, if only 
you will say yes.” 

“No!” thundered the chieftain. “I say no!” 
And the great club came down with an echoing 
thud, and sent the dust of the cave floor 
flying. 

Hastily Ru withdrew, lest a second blow 
wreak greater havoc. And as he pressed back 
into the shadows, derisive murmurs filled the 
air; and many a pair of black eyes, glistening 
in malice and scorn, followed him with proud, 
superior gaze. 

“The Sparrow-Hearted has had his say!” 
came the amused roar of Grumgra. “Now let 
me have my say. We will not let the bad 
spirits take any more lives on foolish journeys. 
And we will not waste any more time— the 
gods of the spring season have been here a 
whole moon already. After the sun has come 
up and gone down and then up once more, we 
will all set forth into the land of the noon- 
day sun. What do you say, my people?” 

S ince there was none that dared to say a 
word, but all merely gaped and gaped in 
stupid bewilderment, the most momentous 
question in the history of the Umbaddu had 
apparently been decided. 


END 
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Clhnax of THE HYPNOTIC EYE as Allison is about to reveal her horrifying secret. 
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S HE WAS BORN the year LON CHANEY 
Sr. died: 1930. 

SHE HAS DIED at about the same time 
as HENRY HULL: 27 February 1977. 

Allison Hayes was only 47. 

Her real name was Mary Anne Hayes and 
after being screen tested she almost immedi- 
ately appeared with Jack Balance in THE 
SIGN OF THE PAGAN (1954). 

The following year she was in THE PURPLE 
MASK, DOUBLE JEOPARDY and 2 other 
films. 

1957 was her Big Year for fantasy films: 

Pow! Pow! Pow! one right after the other 
they came: 

THE UNEARTHLY 
THE DISEMBODIED 
THE UNDEAD 
ZOMBIES OF MORA TAU 

seen with carradine 

In THE UNEARTHLY she was cast with vet- 
eran horror star John Carradine in a hair-rais- 
ing story of Beauty & Beasts; a mad medical 
scientist seeking to perfect the 17th gland 
which, when transplanted into human beings, 
would give youth eternal & life everlasting; an 




Makeup of scarred women like this one was effected 
by Emile La Vigne & Tony Lloyd. 


imbecilic Neanderthal giant; a cadaverous 
zombie; and Lobo— the late Tor Johnson— the 
feeble-minded man-mountain with the strength 
of Hercules. 

Science amok, creating human monsters . . . 
a ghoul from the grave, intent on destroying 
his killer ... a beautiful girl, aged to a cen- 
tury-old hag in one horrifying instant ... a 
household of horrors created by an insane sur- 
geon’s scalpel ... all these Allison Hayes faced 
in THE UNEARTHLY but survived to be- 
come a Voodoo Queen in— 

the disembodied 

As Tonda she portrayed a fiendish sorceress 
of the jungle engaged in deadly rites of human 
sacrifice, required at one point in the picture 
to plunge a knife, into the heart of a doll as a 
voodoo victim lay frozen in terror atop an 
altar. 

After calming her jungled nerves, Allison 
turned to— 


the undead 

In this Roger Gorman production she por- 
trayed one of Satan’s disciples, a woman 
pledged to the Devil who used her super- 
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natural powers for evil purposes. She delved 
into the mysterious secrets of life beyond the 
veil and met a man who controlled Time itself 
and clashed with Lucifer. 

And from the UNDEAD she moved on to— 

the living dead 

THE ZOMBIES OF MORA TAU! 

Trapped by dead men returned from watery 
graves off the coast of Africa, Allison herself 
became a zombie in this terror tale whose cast 
included the late Ray “Crash” Corrigan. 

3 years, later— 

hypno-magic 

Macabre mesmerism. 

Evil power. 

The “floating death” of levitation. 

Tortured victims of the “ screaming sleep”. 

Women turned into helpless robots. 

All this took place in THE HYPNOTIC 
EYE. 

And the late Allison Hayes was an integral 
part of it. 

finally: 5882 feet 

Yes, a little over a mile long was the length 
of film it took to tell the tale of the ATTACK 
OF THE 50 FT. WOMAN, the motion picture 
which most often brings to mind Allison 
Hayes. 

As Nancy Archer she portrayed a woman re- 
leased from a mental sanitarium, disturbed be- 
cause her husband was carrying on with 
another woman (and what a woman: cult fig- 
ure Yvette Vickers playing Honey Parker). As 
Nancy raced her car thru the California night 
an enormous artificial satellite suddenly ap- 
peared in the sky above her and landed in the 
desert. 

A giant translucent alien emerged from the 
globular spaceship and tried to capture her but 
Nancy escaped. 

She told her fantastic story to Sheriff Dub- 
bitt and Dr. Cushing, her psychiatrist, as well 
as her husband, but of course all dismissed the 
incredible tale as a wild hallucination. Harry 
Archer, her husband, wanted to use her 
“crazy” story as proof that she belonged back 
in the asylum— so he could get her money and 
carry on with Honey. 

monster’s comeback 

Nancy persuades her errant husband to re- 
turn to the scene of the mysterious encounter 
with her— and the gigantic humanoid re- 
appears! 



Archer escapes but Nancy is captured by 
the being from space. 

When next seen, Nancy is discovered on the 
roof of the pool house of her palatial home. 
She is seen— but who can believe the sight? 
For an insidious radiation from outer space 
has transformed her into a giantess! 

An amazing 50 foot woman! 

An incredible colossus half a hundred feet 
tall! 

Dr. Cushing & his associate Dr. Von Loeb 
are forced to chain Nancy in order to restrain 
her. The monstrous Mrs. Archer keeps calling 
for her husband. 

50 feet of fury 

Meanwhile, Archer & Honey, full of guile, 
plot Nancy’s death. 

At the same time, the sheriff & his aides, 
investigating Nancy’s story, discover it to be 
true. They find out the hard way: they run 
into the giant spaceman in the desert and he 
attacks them! 

Nancy, seeming to sense the nefarious plan 
of her husband & his girlfriend, does a Kong 
and breaks loose from her chains. As she 
escapes from the house she smashes it to smith- 
ereens, then heads for the tavern where 


Harry & Honey are rendezvousing. 

Infuriated, giantess Nancy bashes the 
tavern to bits, killing the hussy Honey in the 
process. 

Harry runs for his life down the highway. 

But in a few strides Nancy catches up with 
him. 

She reaches down from her Olympian height 
and grab® her terrified husband as one would 
a rat. 

He squeals like the rat he is. 

She encloses him in the palm of her hand 
and squeezes— hard. 

There is a crunching of bones. 

The squealing stops abruptly. 

Harry is dead. 

A moment later Nancy too is dead — merci- 
fully put out of her misery by the sheriff. 

farewell, allison 

And so we bid goodby to Ms. Hayes. 

She was comparatively young, beautiful 
when last seen {let us remember her that way) 
—and she had brains. 

She had been a talented pianist as a young 
woman and had a degree in law. 

One more Horror Heroine taken to the 
domain of Prince Sirki. 


Living it up— v#ith the Dead. Allison as one of the ZOMBIES OF MORA TAU. (Columbia 19S6.) 


END 
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W E TESTED their metal 
and now they “steel” the 
limelight. Six deserving 
FM fans who entered our 
“Young monsters. Arise!” 
Fabulous Contest in issue 134. 

In alphabetical order, our 
winners from #10 to 15 are: 
CLAY CARLSON 
MICHAEL HAYES 
MIKE MATTHEWS 
EUGENE RHODES 
PAUL STICKNEY 
GARY VANDERBEEK 
Each of the foregoing boys 
has received 2 rare issues of 
FM between nos. 1 & 30, cour- 
tesy of the contest's sponsor, 
generous fan Richard Mila- 
kovic Jr. 

We are publishing Gary 
VanDerBeek’s letter complete 
because it was the most hu- 
morous received, the entry that 
most captured the light heart- 
ed side of FM; and we are 
publishing Clay Carlson’s let- 
ter in its entirety. 

Here are some excerpts from 
the letters of the other winners 
whom we honor this issue: 


WINNER EUGENE RHODES (IS) 




WINNER PAUL STICKNEY (12) 


“When I was a freshman 
my grades in English started 
to drop very fast. FAMOUS 
MONSTERS OF FILMLAND 
came to the rescue. Through 
the vocabulary and usage of 
grammar I have improved a 
great deal and am passing with 
flying colors. 

“In my entire life I have 
never done the following: 
drunk liquor, smoked, tried 
drugs. FM has helped me keep 
up this status quo.”— Eugene 
Rhodes. 

o 

“All of the issues are so in- 
formative that they ought to 
be used in schools. I find 
things in them no other book 
or magazines have.”— Mike 
Matthews. 

o 

“FM is more than a hobby 
to me, it is what I enjoy when 
I get a little down. I pick up a 
copy and skim through it until 
I feel better. Some day FM 
will be sold in every country in 
the world because it’s the best 
magazine in the world. When I 


have a report to do at school, I 
usually do it on horror films. I 
use information from FM to 
write it.” — Michael Hayes. 

O 

“FM has made me a more 
interesting person. Since I 
started to read it I have had 
better marks in English, it has 
improved my vocabulary 100% 
and I have more friends be- 
cause I have an interesting 
subject to talk about. If you 
gave me a motorcycle mag and 
an FM and told me I could 
only keep one, FM would win 
hands down.”— Paul Stickney. 

o 

Now Gary VanDerBeek’s en- 
try: 

“I’ve been getting FM since 
my tenth birthday last year. 
My MUMMY gave me a year 
subscription for a birthday pre- 
sent. It was a perfect gift be- 
cause my birthday is on Hallo- 
ween. It was the most FANG- 
TASTIC present I ever got! 
Every month I look forward to 
my next issue. When I take it to 
school all my classmates crowd 


WINNER GARY VANDERBEEK (10) 
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WINNER MICHAEL HAYES (15) 


around my desk. The girls think 
FM is a real SCREAM! 

“I want to be a writer. I have 
written many stories. My favor- 
ite ones are about dinosaurs. 
Your articles give me ideas for 
new stories to write. Maybe 
someday I will get some of 
them published. I love reading 
your articles on monster movies 
I’ve already seen but I especial- 
ly enjoy the ones about movies 
I haven’t seen yet. Your TER- 
RORIFIC stories make me look 
forward to seeing them. I do a 
lot of drawing too with my stor- 
ies. Your pictures in FM are 
TOMB much! Sometimes I 
copy them and color them in. I 
would DREAD losing my FA- 
MOUS MONSTERS magazine! 

“FM is the BEAST monster 
magazine ever published! 
WITCH reminds me, if I could 
chose two back issues I would 
like #114, All of Japan’s Mon- 
Monsters, and #108, King 
Kong. 

“I have a MONSTROUS love 
for FM. I’ve been a real FANG 
of yours and if GODZILL 


allow I will be your fan for a 
MIGHTY KONG time! Yours 
GHOULLY.’’ 

9 

Clay Carlson’s entry: 

“You don’t know what 
FAMOUS MONSTERS has 
meant to me! I must say that 
FAMOUS MONSTERS has 
done a lot for me; it led me to 
read other great books and li- 
terature. It has increased my 
vocabulary. 

"Many people find a form of 
escape by taking drugs. 
FAMOUS MONSTERS is a 
form of escape and so are horror 
movies. It has been pointed out 
many times in FAMOUS MON- 
STERS you can go to see a 
good horror film and become so 
involved in it that soon your 
troubles seem to leave you. 
When I get troubled I can al- 
ways go and pull out an issue of 
FAMOUS MONSTERS and it 
relieves my tension. 

“Many of the people who cri- 
ticize FAMOUS MONSTERS 
are the very same people that 
like to watch the real horror 


WINNER CLAY CARLSON (11) 




WINNER MIKE MATTHEWS (13) 


films on the news and on TV. 
They also rush to fires, acci- 
dents, etc., just to see the real 
blood and gore. 

“FAMOUS MONSTERS in- 
fluenced me and made me look 
forward to when I make my 
own movies and act in them. It 
has also made my mind much 
more creative and it gives me 
something do rather than 
slouching in front of the TV and 
watching old TV reruns of old 
TV shows. Without FAMOUS 
MONSTERS I feel this world 
would be slightly boring. 

“I know this letter is much 
shorter than most you will re- 
ceive but I think the way I feel 
about FM is really hard to put 
to words.’’ 

ooo 

Next Issue, More Winners— 
one of whom is a young girl. 
There are 2 winners from Ohio 
and 2 representing the state of 
New Jersey and we have an- 
other black boy who’s a winner. 

The 3 Top Prize Winners will 
be applauded in our 20th Anni- 
versary Issue. 


I 


END 
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DUCULAI TERROR SNOWI 
The Prince of Vampires stalks 
in a fun color, 20 page comk 
while you listen to a 4S RPM 
recorrfofthetalel «2386/41.49 | 


MONSTER OF FRANKENSTEIN 
Read the thrill packed stoo 
in a full color, 20 page comic 
while you listen to it on a 45 
RPM record! Set! r<2385/$1.49 


t*2308/S6. 


A frightening narrative by Hammer Film’s 
Christopher Lee. A new tale of the bloody 
Count and his vicllms. Complete with fuli 
symphony orchestration and fearsome 
sound etrects. Side 2 lealures music ol 5 
Hammer films. DRACULA »2366/$7.99 


IE NIGHTWATCH Esclusively sold 
rough Warren Publishing Co. this record 
intains 10 of the most frightening tales 
lu'll ever hear. Complete with horrifying 
lund effects and weird music, it will keep 
luawakethroughthenlghll <*2374/$S.49 
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3-DMONSTERMAZESCrealui 


CDF ATI VF 

MAZES, DRAWING&COLORING BOOKS 


MONSTER GASES 


WE’LL BE BRIEF. YOU CANT AFFORD TO BE CAUGHT SHORT, SO 
TAKE ADVANTAGE OF THIS EXCITING OFFER. THE BEST COVERS 
FROM CREEPY, EERIE AND FAMOUS MONSTERS ARE REPRODUCED 
IN FULL COLOR ON THE FRONTS OF THESE 100% STRETCHABLE 
NYLON BIKINI BRIEFS. THEY WILL COMPLETE YOUR WARDROBE! 
A FASHIONABLE MONSTER WOULDNT BE CAUGHT DEAD WITHOUT 
THEM. PLEASE BE VERY SURE YOU ORDER THE CORRECT SIZE. 


MONSTER BRIEFS IN COLOR! FROM SHIRTS TO SHORTS! 


FOR THE GUY 


HAS 


EVERYTHING! 






H0RR9R MOVIE RUSBOOM 


SHOGUN WUtRIORS 
PLASnC MODEL KTTS 

NEW! DIFFERENT! THEY MOVE! 






ii2S56/S9. 


SKULL (t2557/S9. 


TORJOHNSONINow: 


MUMMY! Only S9.95 

AT THIS LOW PRICE, COLLECT THEM ALL! 

EVERY MASK FITS 
OVERYOURENTIRE 
HEADANDTHEY’RE 
MADE OF STURDY, 
FLEXIBLE VINYL. 
PAINTEDTOMATCH 
THE TRUE COLORS 
OF THE MONSTER, 
INCLUDING SUCH 
DETAILS AS LIPS 
AND TEETH. YOUR 
OWN HEAD BRINGS 
THE MASK ALIVE! 
STILL UNDER $10! 


THE HUNCHBACK! De- 
lormed creature cursed to 
slink through countless 
catacombs! Order! THE 
HUNCHBACK «2563/$9.95 


MR. HYDE! The Rrst and 
last (choking) word in 
beast-men! The sallow- 
eyed Fiend ol Fiends! 
MR. HYDE e2564/$9.99 


ERIK! Horribly disfigured 
by acid. His mind wasting 
away, heseehs out revenge 
on his tormentors. Chilling! 
ERIKIOrder! f25gO/S9.95 


QUASIMODO! One-eyed 

E rolesque. Hated because 
e was born ugly. Heiutks 
In the darkness. Order. 
QUASIMODO tt25SI/S9.95 


NOSFERATU "2579/S9.95 




NOW IN HOME MOVIES FOR THE FIRST TIME EVER 

SPIDER-MAN • CAPTAIN AMERICA • HULK • IRON-MAN • SUB-MARINER • THOR 

WATCH THESE SUPER HEROES BATTLE BEFORE YOUR VERY EYES 

AVAILABLE IN BLACK & WHITE AND IN FULL COLOR 
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ARE SOME OF YOUR ALL-TiME-FAVORtTE FRIGHT FUCKS MISSING FROM THE MANY 
ISSUES OF YOUR TREASURED COLLECTION OF FAMOUS MONSTERS OF FILMLAND? IS YOUR 
COLLECTION (GASP] INCOMPLETE? HOW CAN YOU, A COLLECTOR EXTRAORDINAIRE. AFFORD 
TO REMAIN WITHOUT EVERY POSSIBLE EDITION OF THIS MAGNIFICENT MAGAZINE? HOW 
CAN YOU EXIST . . . MISSING EVEN ONE PRECIOUS ISSUE CONTAINING ARTICLES THAT 
UNCOVER LITTLE KNOWN FACTS ABOUT THE GREATS OF HORROR FILMS? FASCINATING 
BEHIND THE SCENES INSIGHTS INTO MONSTER MOVIE MAKING! SHOCKING PHOTOS! LURIDLY 
HAUNTING COVERS! DRACULA! WOLFMAN! LUGOSI! KARLOFF! PRICE! KING KONG! GOD- 
ZILLA! LEE! SECRETS OF MAKEUP! ANIMATION! IN FAMOUS MONSTERS OF FILMLAND! 


To order any of these items, please see last page of this magazine 
for convenient RUSH ORDER FORM. 




BOOKS ON HORROR AND SCI-FI FILMS 



DUXMll 
MR. HYDE! 


SLAVE OF CROSS OF 
FRANKENSTEIN FRANKENSTEIN 


DR. PHIBES SUSPENSE IN 
RISES AGAIN THE CINEMA 


HAUNTINGS 
AND HORRORS 


DOCTOR 

PHIBES 


soBSRf 

TB sure or 

HAnERSTEn 


SUSttNSE 


In this sequel to “The 

the monster hidneps 
Victor's ^ugh ter! Buy! 
SLAVESOF FRANKEN- 
STEIN II2I253/S1.75 


SCIENCE FICTION IN 
THE CINEMA. From 
Flesh Gordon lo For- 
bidden Planeli''2I0S9 
SCIENCE FICTION IN 
CINEMA $1.25 


SUSPENSE IN 1 
CINEMA. Pafl ol 
series, this booh f 


DR. PHIBES' The 
greatest new end grue- 

rlng Vincent Price! 
R21081 DOCTOR 
PHIBES $1.50 


DR PHIBES RISES 
AGAIN! Sequel to the 
great Vincent Price 
mOYie. B21082 OR. 
PHIBES RISES AGAIN! 
95« 


& comes to America! 
CROSS OF FRANKEN- 
STEIN "21252/S1.75 


MOREAU’S 

ISLAND 


TALES FROM NIGHT OF THE 
THE CRYPT LIVING DEAD 


50 GREAT YOUNG 

GHOST STORIES FRANKENSTEIN FRANKENSTEIN DRACULA 


Read Ihe thrill-pached 
story of the scientist 
who attempted to turn 


Nerve-numbing tales 
ol strange spirits! 540 
pages ol bizarre oc- 
currences. SO GREAT 
GHOST STORIES 
#2125/ 1.25 


Five tormented 


tale tells the story ol 
victims caught In the 
spell ol Count Draco- 
la's awesome powers 
of evil. Classic! *'2107 
DRACULA 9SC 


ghouls 


ley masterpiece just 

manuscript. Creal! 
Stunning! i'2101 
FRANKENSTEIN 954 

AROUND 
THE WORLD 
IN 80 DAYS 


aseef on the movie 
y mad Mel Brooks, 
'ild! (i21171/S1.50 


the night! Based on 
the terrifying film and 
horror comics! aZlll 
TALES FROM THE 
CRTPT 954 


noveilzationolthenew 
movie with Burt Lan- 
caster. ISLANDOFDR. 
MOREAU #21254/ 


PLANET OF 
THE APES 


MASTER OF 
THE WORLD 


OR. JEKYLL 20,000 LEAGUES 
AND MR. HYDE UNDER THE SEA 


PICTURE OF 
DORIAN GRAY 


Perhaps lul^s Verne's 
creation ot Ihe lan- 
taslic Nautilus predict- 
ed the Invention ol 

2o''ooo* ’’’leagues 

UNDER THE SEA 954 
#2121 


The history making 


The classic horror 
novel by Oscar Wilde 
ota man who achieved 
Immortality through a 
portrait which did the 
aging Instead of he! 
#2104 PICTURE OF 
DORIAN GRAY 954 


wllh himsell! Robert 
Louis Stevenson's 
awesome novel ol evil 
brought to lile! Great! 
#2102 OR. JEKYLL & 
MR HYDE 954 


machine capable of 
ruling the world! A 

#2118 MASTER OF 
THE WORLD 954 


world in a race against 
time. #2122 AROUND 
THE WORLD IN 80 
DAYS 954 


of lulure 


FANTASTIC 

VOYAGE 


INVISIBLE 

MAN 


WAR OF 
THE WORLDS 


TALES OF 
HORROR 


GHOSTS 
AND THINGS 


Asimov's bold tale of 
medical learn minia- 
turized i mjecledinlo 

destroy brain clot 
against great odds. 
#21015 FANTASTIC 


short stories, 
lales that stop 


One ol the world's 
great suspense thrill- 
ers! Written by the one 
and only H.G. Wells. It 
was the basis tor the 
Claude Rains movie! 
#2103 THE INVISIBLE 




160 pages ol ghosi 
classics! Masters 


over Ihe radio by Or- 
son Welles' One ol 
H.G. Wells' greatest! 
#2105 WAR T)f THE 


ghosts, mai 
gloriously 


Saki. Eleven tales 
of the supernatural! 
GHOSTS AND THINGS 
Great! >2195/954 


Ape Man existed! 
Engrossing reed- 
ing, convincing. 
#2184/951 


!S. TALES OF 
#21167/S2.{I0 


WORLDS 954 


To order any of these items, please see last page of this magazine 
for convenient RUSH ORDER FORM. 


66 




pMiali 

SjiDEteB I 


CREATURE 


STEIN 


Whenever the 
full moon is 


vtf anderini 
tlS4184; 
$ 1.95 




A lafaulously narrated 
record of the Apes’ 
saga. The L.P. consists 
of four complete tales: 
"Planet of the Apes," 
“Escape from the Planet 
of the Apes," “Cattle 
for the Planet of the 
Apes." “Beneath the 
Planet of the Apes.” 
Ordernow!»2373/S2-25 


A hollow voiced nar- 
rator Is your ghostly 
guide to a spooky array 
of frightening sound 
effects. A chilling 
party record for the 
not-too-falnt hearted! 
Growls, howls, moans 


Squeaky doors, ghostly 
screams and rattling 
chains! A haunting col- 
lection of grizzly stereo- 
phonic sound effects. 
Mad howling, chilling 
shrieks and low moans. 
Inside the vampire’s 
castle and phantom’s 
cathedral! GHOSTLY 
SOUNDS2 «2372/S2.25 


FULL COLOR MONSTER KITS! 

DETAILED BACKGROUND- 6 "TALL 


From parts of 
dead bodies 
he was pieced 
together and 
animated by 
electricity! 
The horrible 
unborn thing 
turned on its 
creator to 
vow venge- 
ance toward 
all mankindl 
# 24179 / 
$ 1.95 


DR. JEKYLL 
This brilliant 
scientist was 
driven by his 

E assion for 
nowledge to 
probe into the 
depths of the 
human soul. 
What he dis- 
coveredthere 
was a horror 
exceeding his 
most bizarre 
nightmaresl 
# 24182 / 
$ 1.95 


The kindly Dr. 
Jekyll’s other 
self. Mr. Hyde 
roamed the 
low places of 
the evening 
seeking pleas- 
ure. Let no 
one stand in 
his way. The 
creature is 
not above an 
act of murder 
or anything! 

# 24183 / 

$ 1.95 


The infamous 
Count lures 
you hypnoti- 
cally into his 
dungeon. 
Once there, 
he will at- 
tempt to fill 
his insatiable 
bl o o d I u St I 
But there can 
be no end to 
his nocturnal 


RADIO HORROR SHOWS 
A NEW 3 RECORD SET! 








Movie M£ri«e-Up « 

»«head«lw,l)9-lBFhii-nMK 


MOVK/T.V. 



MOVE/T.V. 

MONSTER 

MAKE'UP. 


with «kduwv« "FLEX FLESH' 



CKEOTfoetOICKMHtK rmrAMOMSWi 



This is not a rubber mask but a pro- 
fessional make-up kit which utinzes 
the realistic Flex Flesh. This pack- 
age, created by Dick “The Exorcist" 
Smith, contains molds for five 
facial features, application materials, 
preparation tray, spoons and a hood of 
imitation ape fur! Also included are 
molds for scars and decaying flesh! 
GORILLA MAKE-UP flS6022/$1 5.95 





gt g j ^ gwM youMtir MTo HunoKCMor noii«i«<.c 



BEFORE IN PROGRESS 

If you would like to film a home- 
made horror flick or just terrify your 
friends, then here is the kit for it! 
Scary effects created by Dick {Exor- 
cist/Godfather) Smith. The make-up 

P ackage contains the fantastic Flex 
lesh which can be molded into noses, 
eyes, ears and lips! Turn every day 
into a masquerade party or Halloween! 
HORROR MAKE-UP ff2600a/$13. 95 




BEFORE IN PROGRESS 

Transform yourself into a famous 
movie or T.v. monster such as Mr. 
Hyde, Frankenstein’s monster or the 
Hunchback of Notre Dame or devise 
your own thing! This kit is the creation 
of Dick Smitn who did the make-up 
for The Exorcist. Includes molds, col- 
oring, adhesive, teeth, hair, blood, an 
illustrated instruction manual and 
the amazingly realisticFlexFIesh. All 
parts are safe. Order your kit today! 
MONSTER MAKE-UP #26009/S1 9.95 


To order any of these items, please see last page of this magazine 
for convenient RUSH ORDER FORM. 
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* ■OEATHlfsCfilPtuVE- 
m m I "2352/S4.98 

“WHEN RADIO WAS KING!” IS A COLLECTION OF 
FASCINATING LONG PLAYING RECORD ALBUMS. HEAR THE 
GREATS OF THE 1930’S. 40'S AND 50'S! REMEMBER? 


THE CENTER 


A fantastic 
s core! ScMi 
«2360/S2-49 


' Verne great! )t23S8/$2. 


Quivering voiccs-Music-Funky commercials 


RAREFM BACK ISSUES 


RECORD ALBUMS 

Great L.P. Classics! 


EXCITMENT FOR THE EARS! FULL LENGTH ADVEN- 
TURE TALES AND THE BIGGEST RADIO-ERA-CLASSICS 
EVER! THESE GREAT DISCS WILL SUPPLY YOUR FAM- 
ILY AND YOUR FRIENDS WITH HOURS OF LISTENING 
ENJOYMENT. SOUND EFFECTS, ORGAN MUSIC. AND 
PROFESSIONAL ACTORS WILL ENTERTAIN YQU. FAN- 
TASTIC STORIES BASED ON NOVELS BY H.G WELLS. 


AND JULES VERNE WILL HAVE YOU ON THE EDGE OF 
YOUR SEAT! DO YOU REMEMBER RADIO? WELL. LET 
US REFRESH YOUR MEMORY . . . DRAMA, SOAP OPERAS, 
COMEDY AND VARIETY RADIO SHOWS OF THE 1930's 
& 1940's. JOURNEY BACK TO THE GOLDEN DAYS OF 
YESTERYEAR. PLUS OTHER FABULOUS L.P. RECORDS 
LIKE-TARZAN. ARCHIE. CHARLIE CHAN AND MORE! 


for convertient RUSH ORDER FOR 






iawBaii 


monsteR 

WOrLD 


EXCiri^ie 

M(A^ 


Men behind Zarro’s masks! Profile of MAD DOCTORS! All the Inside Info 
Movie superheroes! Tribute Battle of FranhenstelnsI Munslers! Cars, sets 
to Alan Ladd! Buck Jones! Monster Comics! Specify Fine monster comli 
ei309 SCREEN THRILLS Collector's edillorr KI701 section! Specify 
ILLUSTRATED A9 S4.2S MONSTER WORLD el $4.75 MONSTER WORLD e 


MOiMWilO 


NOTE! ALL COPIES ARE MAILED IN A STURDY ENVELOPE! 


COLLECTOR S ISSUES! 

SUPPLU IS LIMITED-ORDER NOUUI 


SCARCE! RARE! VALUABLE! AND THED RE GOING FAST! 

These coveted back issues are in definitely iimited sup- 


piy, so order lUOw! Once theyVe gone, they’re gone! 
Aireadv, great issues of SCREEN THRiLLS ILLUSTRAT- 


^ady, great issues 
and S^PACEMEN 


ED and SPACEMEN and WILDEST WESTERNS just 
aren’t available anymore, to the chagrin of thousands of 
adventure, sci-fi and action-western film buffs! Comic 


art fans just can’t get BLAZING COMBAT #1 anymore 
either! So Order nToW! 


SCHEEN THRILLS 

ILLUSTRATED 





HUMAN SKELETON! 
No symbolism at 

Ft accepted as 
the skelelon! 
53 Clanking thru 

^ a graveyard at 

§ night or lying 

near a hitMen 

f W protect your 

f own valuables 

I ing signpost 

r of doom. Arms, 

1 legs & lower 

I iaw, movable. 

Jt Display base 

$4.00 


THE HUMAN SKULLI 


head together! 
Features are: 
spring action 
lower jawbone, 
a complete set 

a removable 
skull cap tor 
easy cleaning. 
»24i73/S4.Hl 




GARRETT THETAI Ri 
ise. Decayed flesh. Exp 
I 6 brain. The most 
e mask ever! <*25004/$: 


■25003/S24.95 


[Mriivrml 


momjuEsuBmE 

IDSmRTRH 


ANATOMICALLY ACCURATE! 
For mad science students or 
just plain fear freaks these 
two plastic model kits are a 
scream. They glow in the dark! 


MONsllR 


SARGOTH THE COBRA! It Is CYCLOPS! A mythological DEMON! A gplhic horror! FRANKENSTEIN: 

poised to strike, its plastic beast. One big horn protrudes Light brown, hand-painted face laboratory rejec 

fangs and golden eyes search above his single probing eye. crowned by twin horns and a exposed brain 

for a target! °2599/$24.95 A true classic! r'25001/'^24.95 jawtul of fangs! P2S002/$24.9S plastic shell! 


DM. ilSEgiS8&'g 
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The 

'cTVIovIc 
Collector’s 
Catalog . 


THE FILMS 
OF BORIS 
KARLOFF 


PICTORIAL HISTORY 
SCI-FI FILM 


TARZAN 
OF THE MOVIES 


Explore your way through 
this 122 page hard-cover 
history ot horror film clas- 
sics. The movies are traced 
chronologically from their 
origin through the middle 
1920's and early 193(l’s. 
with Lon Chaney and Boris 
Karloff. And then into the 
fascinating I950’s and 
1960’s psychological terror 
films! A 9''x6'' book, finely 
illustrated with over 50 
terrific black and while 
still photos! IT21148/S5.95 


What a beauty ot a book! 

8-3/4"xll-l/4" hardcover. From "A Trip to the Moon" (1902) A ir'xSH" sofl- 
with over 400 line movie ta‘‘2O0I:ASpaceOdyssey"(E968) history of over 

p$. Follow Karloff re- sj'„p,e history of ^ 

living his extraordinary science ft-'i'"' rh-. uo 
career ... in over 80 film wiih photi 

roles and his extensive hook uni 

appearances on Broadway! ."o* 

Richard Bofarski & Kenneth 
Beals joined forces in *|,| ing|,e" 

recording over 50 years he describes T 

of Karloff's versatile "Gog," CAPTAIN 

life. Order tf21157/S12.00 Photos are great! aZlZZS/SS.OS Very complete! nZlOIO/SE 


cover pictorial 
. 50 years of 
To dale. 14 
... .•oxi appeared as Taraan 
over 40 motion pictures! 
book focuses on these 
with over 430 photos and 
ot the dilferent Tar- 
in action, from Elmo Lin- 
on! Plus an immensely in- 
itlng and readable text 
history of the Taiaan film 
biographical informalion 


e is that It covers stills 

only in movies but rans 

rials and television! coin 

> incisive comments teres 


I & photos — censored 
ancensored, from the 







HOW MONSTERIFIC IS YOUR NEWSSTAND? 



THIS JOKER IS... WILD! 

Thank you for you fans 
mail. I was reading a copy of 
the Bleeders Digest when 
U.S. Ghost Office delivered 
your letter. It was real bad to 
hear from you. 

Since you have taken the 
trouble to scratch out a letter 
to me with your boil point 
pen, I shall try to tell you a 
little bit about myself, even 
tho I had a pretty stiff day at 
the Undertaking Parlor. I 
don't really like to work 
there, but where else can I go 
to work and find my job all 
laid out for me? 

As a small boy I appeared 
in many of the early Lassie 
movies, such as BEN CUR, 
THE MUMMY’S CUR and 
that all time Horrorwood 
classic DR. JACKEL & MR. 
HOUND. These movies were 
made shortly after I graduat- 
ed from V.M.I. . . . The Vam- 
pires and Monsters Institute. 
After that, I appeared on 
many of the better known 
terrorvision shows like 
"Goon Smoke” “Scary Ma- 
son” and of course "Poison 
to Poison”. It was during that 
time that I worked with such 
famous stars as Judy Gore- 
land, Perry Coma, Scary 
Grant, Shock Hudson, Red 
Skeleton, Gory Lewis, Blob 
Hope & Dinah Sauras. Most 
of these shows were directed 
by either Alfred Hunchback 
or Cecil B. DeKill. 

After that for awhile. I do- 
nated my time to the Black 
Cross. I used to give classes 
in second aid . . . to be used 
after firstaid fails. 

One day I was reading the 
noosepaper and I spotted an 
ad for the perfect house for 
me ... to haunt. Naturally it 
was a haunt ad, describing 
the Tenement Castle. Living 
there is pretty knife work If 
you can fork get the ten ants’ 
spoonerisms. 

There’s always plenty to 
eat . . . Hungarian Ghouiash, 
Rice Crypties, Ghost 
Toasties, Shrouded Wheat 
and for desert, Shocklate 
Slayer cake with Eyes 
Scream. Usually before din- 
ner each night I have a de- 
tective cocktail with its own 
private eyeball. 

I like to celebrate all the 
holler days and I particularly 
enjoy roast tomb turkey at 
at Thanksgraving, Easter 
Egg Haunts and on the 
Fourth of July I have a spook- 
tacular display of fearworks. 

S most sports like 
casketball, and 
hide and go shriek. Like most 
teenagers. I like shock & roll 
music out my all time favorite 
song is “Scar Dust”. 

Well, fangs again for writ- 


ing, but I’m afraid it's time 
for me to go to work again. I 
work the graveyard shift you 
know. I’ll oe lurking for you 
this Friday night on Channel 
5 for “Horror, Inc.” Till then, 
goodnight & pleasant 
screams. 

DR. PAUL BEARER 
TOMBSTONE. ARIZ. 


I have been reading FM 
consistently since late 1974 
and have to say that issue 
133 was probably my favor- 
ite all around, especially the 
articles on Lugosi and Ham- 
mer’s Dracula series which 
were entertaining, unusual & 
informative. But sadly to say 
issues 135 & 136 barely 
reach above the pathetic le- 
vel. "Godzilla vs. bionic Mon- 
ster” & “Kentucky Fried 
Movie”— atrocious wastes of 
paper, ink & magazine space, 
and the BLACK uAT filmbook 
was a reprint from 1970! 
THE EMPIRE OF THE ANTS 
looks both unusually medio- 
cre & cornball. 

I am a compulsive Univer- 
sal fan and a Frankenstein & 
Wolf Man “addict” (far safer 
than herion!) and will get up 
anytime between 2 & 5 am to 
watch an old Universal hor- 
ror flick out of the 30s & 40s 
that appears on TV. I agree 
with the anonymous writer of 
the “Fire Forry” letter in 136 
—despite their talent & repu- 
tation, Cushing & Lee have 
been overdone for actors 
who are still alive and Chan- 


Are ycni laviRg trooble fiiKtog FAMOUS MONSTEAS a! yoat nirestand? 
CnaslM^ your fmp becaise you ffiid the last copy siAd out? Do Mends 
k«^ clawing you Imn^usc they cani gtd thw omi copies in Uieir n^bor- 
ho(^? 


Wen, you can (Hit an end to Uiis wicked situation without violeiice ei blood- 
shed. Just Hi out the co<q)iMi b^w and send A to us TODAYI Tire erob- 
len wi be taken care of, and well ttrank you hom the bottom ot our rack 
heartsi 


Store or Newsstand 
needing FAMOUS MONSTERS. 
Store or Newsstand’s 
ADDRESS 


CITY. 


Mail 


FAMOUS MONSTERS- Newsstand Dept. 

.jyQ COMPANY 

•, NEW YORK, N Y. 10016 


ey, Jr. has been mercilessly 
ignored. In addition, support- 
ing & more minor horror ac- 
tors such as Claude Rains, Li- 
onel Atwill & George Zucco 
have also recently been ig- 
nored. And how about more 
Universal? Your last great 
feature on a flick from the 
studio was the filmbook on 
THE MAD GHOUL in issues 
130 & 131! And one more fi- 
nal suggestion concerns, a 
specific article which I think 
all loyal horror fans would 
appreciate (including ot 
of course, myself), a brief but 
comprehensive biography on 
makeup maestro Jack 
Pierce. Not only his years at 
Universal but also his early 
life, prefame era & later 
years during retirement. 

LEE WILLIAMS 
San Diego, Calif. 


p-WeWantto— , 
Read Your Mail, 
MONSTER! 

Send us your letters & photos 
— and then watch this Fangmail 
Dept! You may appear in print! ' 
Send To: 

Fangmail Dept. 

FAMOUS MONSTERS ' 
Warren Publishing Co. 
145East32ftdSt. c 
New York, N.Y. 10016 


PANNIN’ SHANNON 

Your mag is one of the 

K test things I read. I 
ght #134 was super 
great I have been a monster 
fan ever since I was 7. 

STEVE DE MARTINI 
Millbrae, Calif. 



MAIL TO WARREN PUBLISHING CO. 145 E. 32nd ST. NEW YORK. NY 10016 


CHECK 
MAGAZINES 
I ORDERING; 

I I ENCLOSE $ 


INDICATED ABOVE. 


EERIE 

□ 9 issues S12.00 ^9 

□ 18 issues S22-00 □ II 
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CAPTAIM COMPAWY, P.O. Box 430, Murray Hill Station, Mew York, IM.Y. 1D01S 


CAPTAIIM COMPAIXIY RUSH ORDER FORM 


Just fill out this handy CAPTAIN COMPANY RUSH ORDER FORM, and enclose your cash, money order or check, 
and your items are on the way. Be sure to indicate first How Many you want, the Item Number, its Name, the 
Price and the Total Price; of each book, kit, film, etc. Refer to our handy postage and handling chart (lower left) 
to add in the exact amount before adding up the final total. Please print clearly throughout. 

Mail to: CAPTAIN COMPANY, P.O. BOX 430, MURRAY HILL STATION, NEW YORK, N.Y. 1001 6. 

PLEASE PRIlUT CLEARLY tIU BLOCK LETTERS: 



I IMPORTANT! CHECK HERE IF YOU ARE ORDERING HOME MOVIE FILMS: Q REGULAR 8mm FILM Q SUPER 8mm FILM | 
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STAR WARS HAIL ORDER STORE 


FIGHTERS 

=2747 SIZE 10 BOYS S4.75 
=2748 SIZE 14 BOYS S4,75 
=2749 SIZE 18 BOYS S4,95 


ROBOTS 

= 2756 SIZE 10 BOYS S4,75 
=2757 SIZE 14 BOYS S4,75 
=2758 SIZE 18 BOYS S4.95 


SWORD 

=2750 SIZE 10 BOYS S4.75 
=2751 SIZE 14 BOYS S4.75 
=2752 SIZE 18 BOYS S4.95 


C-3PO& LUKE 
=2753 SIZE 10 BOYS S4.75 
=2754 SIZE 14 BOYS S4.75 
=2755 SIZE 18 BOYS S4.95 


I SPECTACULAR WHOLE HEAD STAR WARS MASKS I 


C-3POMASK 


STORMTROOPERMASK 


CHEWBACCA MASK 


DARTHVADERMASK 


m 


ST^ 

WARS 


SUPER 

8FILMS 




LONG PLAYING RECORD SET 


STARWiIRSi 

PAPERBACK 


STAR WARS NOVEL by the film’s 
Writer/director George Lucas! 
Read this exciting book and re- 
live the movie’s incredible ad- 
venturel This spellbinding 220 
page paperback has a special 
section with T6 pages of thrill- 
ing full color scenes from the 
fantastic movie! #2*T 262/$1 .95 


DOUBLE 
RECORD& 
FULL COLOR I 

POSTER 

STAR WARS IN STE- I 


STAR WARS 

FULL COLOR 

POSTER 

THE SWORD POSTER Paste I 
this big 20''x28'' poster on I 
the wall for inspiration. A I 
painting byHildebrandt, it has I 
LukeGiLeiarenderedingoIden i 
hues with a formidable Darth I 
Vader glaring from the sky. I 
C-3PO & R2D2 are there! I 
Full, color! N29S0/52.00 I 


To order any of these items, please see last page of this magazine 
for convenient RUSH ORDER FORM. 






WARREN PUBLISHtNG CO., 145 E. 32nd ST. 
NEW YORK, N.Y. 10016 

Please rush me copies of Famous Monster! 

STAR WARS SPECTACULAR @ S2.00 each, plu! 
50Q handling & postage. Total enclosed 


NAME 

ADDRESS. 
CITY 


STATE 


Don’t fail to get this Special Issue 
containing 5 great illustrated fea- 
tures on the spectacular new space 
fantasy movie that is now making 
cinema history.Large8-1/2''x11" size. 
Certain to become a Collector’s Item! 





